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‘DARK SECRET’ 


Just a few words to let you know how much 
| enjoyed reading Tan Conressions. I have 
aways liked to read but out of all the maga- 
ines I have ever read, TAN CONFESSIONS is 


Thee always wanted such a magazine of 
ple. The May issue of your magazine 
is the first one that I have ever read. 

| want you to know that I enjoyed every 
sory more than I can say, but most of all I am 
gateful to you for “Dark Secret” as it gives 
our people an idea of what they are letting 
themselves in for when loving someone of an- 
other race. Of course, I know that love has 
no color line in some cases but referring to 
gories like “Dark Secret” I hope we all would 

have the courage that Laurette Ford had. 
Ruby Mae Hannah 
Tarpon Springs, Fla. 


LENGTH OF STORIES 


Ihave read every issue of TAN CONFESSIONS 
md have enjoyed every story. I can hardly 
yait to receive my copy each month. It is sim- 
ply wonderful. : ; 

lespecially liked the following stories in the 
May issue: “I Loved a Ghost” and “Dark 
Secret. 

The only fault I find is that the stories are 
«short. Will you please make them longer? 

Geraldine Saunders 
Nashville, Tenn. 


In reply to one of the criticisms of the May 
isue of TaN Conressions, I don’t think your 
stories are too short at all. They are fine just 
the length they are. 

lam a teen-ager. All my friends agree with 
me that your stories shouldn’t be lenghtened 


any more. 
M. Irby 
Washington, D. C. 


KOREA GI’s WRITE 


| have been a constant reader of your maga- 
tine, TaN ConFessions, and I (speaking for a 
number of fellows in my outfit) really enjoy 
every article in it. 

While reading some of the letters written to 
you, we thought you would like our opinion. 
We think your stories are much better than 
many of those printed by other magazines of 
this type. The opinions of those, who use the 
ieen-agers as excuses for complaints, are no 
doubt the same mothers and fathers who are 
afraid to present the facts of life to their chil- 
dren before they pick them up from the cor- 
tupted parts of society. 

Keep your stories just like they are. They 
ae at present both educational and entertain- 
ing and if no one else enjoys them, there is a 
vhole battalion of men in Korea who greatly 
appreciate your publication and go so far as to 

t to be the next reader. 

Sgt. J. L. Wright & buddies 
Somewhere in Korea 


TEEN-AGE COMMENT 


I've heard a lot of discussion about TaN 
Conrsssions throughout my class. One night 
my mother happened to bring home a copy. As 
t Junior in high school, I didn’t care to read 
any kind of magazines, but my mother said 
Tan Conressions is very educational. I de- 
tided to read it since the girls in my class 
were always talking about it. 

I read your magazine and much to my sur- 
Prise it was so interesting I read the whole 
issue. I want to thank you very much for pub- 

such a wonderful magazine. I'd like to 
say that all the stories point out mistakes that 
tan be made and mistakes that can be avoided. 





Letters To The Editor 


I am 14 years of age and this magazine has 
given me much understanding on life. I hope 
that you will continue publishing it. 

Dorothy Harrison 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


I am a teen-ager and | read each copy of 
your magazine. I would like to congratulate 
you on publishing such a nice book as Tan 
Conressions. Not only are the stories nice for 
grownups, but for teen-agers as well. 

Doris Greer 
Brunswick, Ga. 


I enjoy your magazine very much and I have 
read every issue that has come out. So far I 
have liked your stories. 

In the last two issues (March and April), the 
stories I liked were “Are Teen-Age Clubs Dan- 
gerous?” and “Can We Stop Sex Crimes?” 
You need more stories like these. I think 
stories like these help teen-agers and mothers 
like me. I am both a teen-ager and the mother 
of two girls. 

Charlotte Direux 
Tucson, Ariz. 


‘KAYOED BY KISSES’ 


I just want to thank you and everyone con- 
nected with your wonderful magazine, TAN 
ConrFESSIONS. 

I have been reading it for quite some time 
now and I[ think it is the best one ever pub- 
lished. Although I am in the Army, I never 
miss an issue and always take time out to read 
the wonderful and true stories it contains. 

I am married and have two children. My 
wife just loves to read the magazine and so do 
I. Some of the love stories in them remind us 
of ourselves during our courtship. I think 
“Kayoed by Kisses” was a tragedy. 

Keep up the good work. I as well as my 
buddies will always be waiting for it to come 


off the press. 
Sgt. W. D. Pollard 
Fort Knox, Ky. 


‘CASE FOR CHILD BRIDES’ 


I wish to congratulate you for publishing 
such a wonderful magazine as TaN ConrFEs- 
sions. I’ve purchased and read every issue and 
find them very interesting and educational. I 
especially liked “The Case for Child Brides” 


in the May issue. 
Elizabeth Lomax 
Cherry Hill, Md. 


First, I wish to congratulate you on your fine 
magazine. Second, I want to express my 
thanks for your printing of the story, “The 
Case For Child Brides.” I am a teen-ager and 
not often do we get a chance to say what we 
think or express our views about early mar- 
riage. 

Your story has revealed to me a great light 
upon this subject, that the success or failure 
of early marriages is based upon emotional 
maturity and on people best suited for each 


other. 
Thelma McCoy 
New Orleans, La. 


‘I LOVED A GHOST’ 


I wish to congratulate you on your new 
magazine and to say it is simply wonderful. I 
have read other romance magazines but I think 
the colored magazines are more wonderful than 
the others. I can hardly wait from one month 
to another to get my copy. 

“I Loved a Ghost” was a good story and I 
enjoyed it very much. The others were all 
really wonderful too. 

Sarah Lee Honeycutt 
Memphis, Tenn. 
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time, remember this: it gives 
your hair twice the radiant 
luster if you massage your 
scalp with the penetrating 
oils of WONDERFUL HAIR & 
SCALP PREPARATION first! 
That's because hair beauty 
is scalp-deep! 

it’s the world’s top beauty 
secret! Don’t tell a soul! 





Plus Tax 


In the NEW Package! 

AT DRUG AND COSMETIC COUNTERS AND WALKER 
BEAUTY SHOPPES—OR DIRECT FROM US 
Mapam C. J. WaLker Mro. Co. 
Department tT + indianapolis 2, Ind. 
(P.O. Bax 202 if it’s for foreign export) 





FOR PERFECT HAIR ATTENTION 
DON’T FORGET YOUR 





BY WALKER BEAUTICIAN! 





TAN 


Confessions 


JOHN H. JOHNSON 
Editor and Publisher 
BEN BURNS 
Executive Editor 
LEROY WINBUSH 
Art Editor 
FREDA DE KNIGHT 
Home Service Director 
SYLVESTRE C. WATKINS 
Circulation Manager 
WILLIE E. MILES 
Agency Manager 
WILLIAM P. GRAYSON 
Eastern Advertising Manager 


LE ROY JEFFRIES 
Midwest Advertising Manager 


Cover Kodachrome 
by Theda and Emerson Hall 


TAN C ONPESOLONS is published monthiy %, Johnson Publishing Co., Inc., 1820 Sout lip ieee Avenue, Chi 


right, 1951, by Johnson a rubliont ing Co., 
oe ae isher 


le assumes 
living persons, purely coincidental. Pho’ 
and Pan- ‘American countrie 


no Tesponaibility for return of unsolicited ied manuscripts. james of 


are 
8 $4 a year. Other Gaia countries $5 a year. Single copies 25 cents. 






VOL. I, NO. 9 


JULY, 1951 


SIX STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 
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Once Letty set her eyes on Reese Talbot, she was not happy until she married 
him. But she was in for trouble with his crusty parents. 


I Se kesskonw ton s4s<+64N seinen eww R aks facade 18 
When Virginia was trapped in the net of Harlem gang warfare, she rose to 
leader of the Killerettes but was headed for a day of reckoning. 


a eC Cnn e Lee 20 
Jeb had to make a choice between the life of his baby son and the life of his 
wife and certainly Angie had given him little reason to save her. 
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Church Mann didn’t realize the dangerous game he was playing when he tried 
to parlay a basketball bribe into a marriage with a blonde. 
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When Mildred fell for the smooth line of Barney, she ignored the warnings of 
her mother and had to face the heartbreak and tragedy she caused. 
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It was a dangerous game Edna was playing when she insisted on choosing for 
her husband between a career as a chemist or a pro football player. 
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BY MRS. ARTHUR PRYSOCK 


M* ROMANCE with Arthur Prysock began as anything 

but love at first sight. In fact, if you ask Arthur 
about his impression of me after our first meeting, he'll 
answer that he considered me a “real drag.” For the bene- 
fit of squares, a drag is something or somebody you can 
do without. 

That first meeting took place in September, 1946 at the 
Savoy Ballroom in Harlem. A group of us from Brooklyn 
had gone to the dance with an evening of pleasure in view, 
but I had another motive in addition to that. My girl 
friend, Gloria, was married to Wilbur Prysock, Arthur’s 
brother, who was in the Army in Germany. Gloria, ex- 
pecting her first child, was somewhat despondent because 
of the thousands of miles which separated her from Wilbur 
ata crucial time. I had devoted all my spare time to cheer- 
ing her up and helping her around the house. When | 
told Gloria that I was going to the Savoy, she became very 
excited. 

“Jean,” she said, “Buddy Johnson’s band is at the Savoy 
and you know who his vocalist is—Wilbur’s brother, Arthur. 
Please, do me a big favor. Tell Arthur that I'll be going 
to the hospital soon and I want him to come over to see me.” 

“] will, Gloria,” I promised. 

Of course, I had heard of handsome Arthur Prysock, 
whose rugged good looks and rich singing voice had made 
him a jukebox favorite all over the nation, but the idea 
of talking with him personally didn’t make too much of 
an impression on me. I think I was prejudiced against 
entertainers at that time—felt their lives were much too 
rough and wild. 





It was a wonderful dance. Several times I started for 
the bandstand to deliver my message, but each time I felt 
a little timid and put it off. Finally, I got enough nerve 
to carry out my mission. Arthur completely fulfilled my 
idea of stage folk. He was very cool about the whole thing. 
His main interest seemed to be in me instead of the mes- 
sage. I told him I was his sister-in-law’s closest friend 
and was going to be the baby’s godmother. He decided 
then that he ought to be the godfather. We danced sev- 
eral times and he tried to talk me into meeting him at the 
Savoy during the week. That was out of the question for 
me, as I was only allowed to go to private dances at the 
Savoy. I told him this and he showed by his attitude that 
he considered me an absolute “drag.” However, he asked 
for my phone number and address. 

I told Gloria all about it the next day and we never gave 
another thought to anything developing between Arthur and 
me. He did come to see Gloria before she went to the 
hospital. That was a month later and he asked her where 
was “Bright Eyes.” That was the name he had given me. 
Arthur arranged with Gloria for us to meet at her house. 
He was several hours late. When he did arrive, he took 
me to a club and was astonished and disgusted to find 
out I didn’t smoke or drink. It was a pretty dull night 
for him, I guess, because when we got back to my house, 
he said: 

“T’ll see you around in a few years, Bright Eyes. You’re 
kinda young.” 

I was a little annoyed by the remark, but it didn’t make 
too much difference to me. Even (Continued on Page 77) 





SHOULD A GIRL MARRY [D 


When this girl had to face the age-old decision, she was puzzled and distraught like hun- 


dreds before her. Then she went to a Y meeting and heard the question debated and 


finally came to a verdict that left one suitor a disappointed man. 


“Ta will you marry me?” 

1 suppose those words have been repeated millions 
of times in every language and in every corner of the earth 
since the days of Adam and Eve. But when the moment 
comes—even though it’s happened so many, many times 
before—it’s still the greatest thrill in the lifetime of any 
girl. At least that’s what I thought it would be when it 
happened to me. But instead I was miserable and dis- 
traught, completely wretched and upset at that crucial 
moment. 

For, you see, on that important day I got two proposals 
instead of one. 

My dream world collapsed like a house of straw. I had 
been playing with fire, and sure enough, as the old saying 
goes, | got burned. 

I'd always said that when I married I wanted to marry 
a man with money. As far -back as I can remember I’d 
always wanted money and the things that money could buy. 
When I was a little girl 1 used to play games, pretending 
that I lived in a mansion and had fine clothes and expensive 
cars and all the other things that we never could afford. It 
was my dream world and one that I hoped would some day 
come true when I was old enough to marry. Then when 
Dad was killed in that automobile wreck and Mom was left 
partially paralyzed with me as her only support, I was deter- 
mined more than ever that a rich husband would certainly 
be the answer to everything for me. 

Then I got my big chance when I started working at the 
Divine Insurance Company and I met Mr. Smothers, a likely 
candidate for a rich husband if ever I saw one. But I also 
met Ralph—and then and there was faced with the age-old 
decision: should a girl marry for love or money? 

| had never dreamed that it would happen to me, that the 
day would actually come when I would have to weigh and 
decide between two men. 

| figured that an insurance office was as good a place as 
any for a girl to land a wellsheeled bachelor, but I didn’t 
figure on meeting two men who would create such a prob- 
lem for me with proposals of marriage. 

I guess I had been working there only a few weeks when 
| first realized that Mr. Smothers was interested in me seri- 
ously. He was an executive in the auditing department and 
was what all the girls considered a “good catch.” It was 
common gossip around the office that he owned several flat 
buildings besides his own home and that his bank account 
ran into six figures. All the girls hinted that they wouldn’t 
mind snagging him for a husband, and when he started 
showing me attention, they were almost sure that I was 


6 


going to be the lucky girl. I liked him very much right 
from the start, in spite of the fact that he was almost 20 
years my senior. 

But then when I met Ralph and started what I thought 
would be just a harmless flirtation, my love life soon became 
more complicated than I had bargained for. 

Ralph was nearer my age, but I had never noticed him 
before in the office until one day we met by accident at the 
water cooler. We both spoke politely and went on our 
separate ways. But all that afternoon and the next day | 
couldn’t seem to get him out of my mind. I liked his tall 
muscular frame, and the sly, pleasant way he had smiled at 
me. Then when I asked some of the other girls about him 
I soon found out what I wanted to know. I learned that he 
was an agent, recently hired by the company, that he was 
unmarried and that he had just come to town from Arkansas. 
It was easy to get to know him after that, and soon, before — 
I realized it, | was dating him almost as steady as I was Mr. 
Smothers. 

Naturally, | was impressed with all the nice places Mr. 
Smothers carried me—all the glamorous night spots, the 
romantic, cozy places we went for dinner—and I appre- 
ciated too the thoughtful gifts like perfume, flowers and 
candy. 

But at the same time, going out with Ralph was fun too. 
He didn’t take me to any fancy places because he couldn't 
afford it, but we did have fun taking in a movie together 
occasionally, or simply going for a stroll in the park and 
stopping by later for milk-shakes. 

I had never talked about marriage much with either of 
them for in the back of my mind I knew that my future 
and whatever plans I could make would have to include 
my invalid mother. So you can imagine my surprise then 
that evening when Ralph, knowing this, rode home with me 
from the office and asked me to marry him. I was so sur- 
prised I didn’t know what to say. My first thoughts were 
of my childhood days and the dreams I used to have of 
marrying a rich man. But now that Ralph had asked me 
to marry him I didn’t know what to say. I finally told 
him how much marriage meant to me, and asked him to give 
me some time to think it over. I guess subconsciously | 
still held out hope of marrying Mr. Smothers, in the back 
of my mind still wanted a rich husband. 

That same night I had a date with Mr. Smothers. I put 
on my best formal and made a regal entrance down the 
stairs to impress him. We went to a dance sponsored by 
his fraternity, one of those exclusive frats on the South Side. 
We had a wonderful time and then (Continued on Page 72) 
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By Helen Sides 
§ ipnon ARE the days when we need 
great interior resources. People have 
to fall back on themselves and they 


need something to hold on to. This is 
where handwriting analysis can be so 
valuable. Your investigation and inter- 
est into this science will lead to a finer 
sense of values and a new mental out- 
look. And these are the things that count. 

Life loses all meaning and purpose 
unless there can be confidence that comes 
from deep inner convictions. This study 
links us with eternal values that are in- 
deed steadfast. An inspired Greek phi- 
losopher said many years ago, “Man 
know thyself,” and this is precisely what 
handwriting analysis does—it reveals 
self knowledge. It is a scientific method 
of gaining a deeper insight into our- 
selves, our latent faculties and abilities. 

Your own particular combination of 
traits form the foundation of your per- 
sonality. It is these forces that cause 
you to think the way you do. They are 


amd K Linnad out 


Fié. | 


responsible for your ambitions and your 
attitude toward life in general. With 
effort these traits can be altered, strength- 
ened or even eliminated. 

If you compare your writing with the 
following examples you can see what 
weak or strong traits of character you 
possess. 

In Fig. 1 the writer slants her writing 
to the right and left, with an even amount 
of pressure. Her feelings of the past are 
mingled with those directed to other peo- 
ple and future plans. She is changeable, 
uncertain and restless. Notice the upper 
loop letters being emphasized, revealing 
the writer’s interest in intellectual sub- 
jects. 

Fig. 2 shows (Continued on Page 53) 
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TEEN 
TALK 


ow YOU or should you not go 
to college! That is the $64 question 
that thousands of Joes and Janes are 
pondering along about this time every 
year. What to do with your life, how to 
prepare for your future is a momentous 


By Jane Walters 


decision. 

Since you were knee-high to a jeep, 
you have heard your mother and father 
declare that no child of theirs was going 
to slave away in the white folks kitchen 
or wash spittoons for a living. They 
would work their fingers to the bone so 
that you and your brothers and sisters 
could have the education they themselves 
were denied. 

Going to college has become a sacred 
goal to Negroes, a symbol of economic 
emancipation. But as desirable as it is, 
you know that a college education alone 
does not guarantee success, nor does the 
lack of it forecast failure. Many a jerk 
has gone through the motions of learn- 
ing, and many a genius has never seen 
the inside of a college laboratory. You 
remember the telephone operator with 
the-M. A. You remember your father’s 
friend, the steel worker, who passed the 
bar, and there is the floor manager of 
the corner dimestore who has his Ph.D. 
Getting a college education doesn’t solve 
everything; it only helps. 

That only five per cent of the Negro 
population over 25 years of age have at- 
tended college, is proof that although the 
ayes have it, few are those who make the 
grade. 

For years college was an exclusive 
thing, drawing its clientele mostly from 
the wealthy white male population. 
Women, as women will, eventually broke 
down the barriers, and institutions of 
higher learning (with the exception of a 
few remaining male strongholds) became 


_ co-educational. 


Negroes, like other ethnic groups, be- 
gan to make their educational wants 
known. Negro schools and colleges were 
established in the South by religious 
demoninations and state governments. 
Negroes entered Northern colleges and 





only now are gaining admittance to 
Southern tax-supported colleges. 

Lower tuition, the availability of ny. 
merous scholarships and _ fellowships 
along with vast programs of self-help, 
have taken much of the financial sting 
out of our present educational system, 
bringing college within reach of the poor. 
est student. The road from arithmetic 
to calculus, however, is still steep and 
the monitors a bit choosy, but for those 
who have the brains and the I-will pow. 
er, ivy doors swing open wide and there 
is always room at the top for scholar. 
ship. 

The first step in determining whether 
or not you should spend the next two, 
four or eight years at the altar of learn- 
ing, is to ask yourself if you are college 
material. Unfortunately, there are some 
upon whom the advanced routine would 
be a waste of time, facilities and money. 
Do you really like school? Do you like 
to study? Are class work and discipline 
easy for you? If the answers are nega- 
tive, if you find working with the hands 
easier than working with the head, then 
liberal arts are not for you. Try com- 
mercial, trade or domestic training. You 
may have valuable skills that can be de- 
veloped without the aid of Latin and 
Greek, and although a fully-rounded edu- 
cational background is fine, circum- 
stances may make college an impossi- 
bility. 

If yours is an average intellect, you 
are ambitious, have initiative and a de- 
sire to specialize or excel in some given 
field; then by all means go to college. 

Having determined that you are col- 
lege material, examine your motives. If 
you wish to follow a profession, certain 
degrees are necessary and college is 4 
must. 

If your father attended State and your 
brother is a senior there—and mother’s 
sister’s cousin is head of the physics de- 
partment—you have no problem. You 
are going to State. 

If you want to be able to get better 
jobs and there- (Continued on Page 62) 
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RECORDS © 


By Jim Goodrich 
ILLIE HOLIDAY, leisurely-voiced 


song stylist, was never better than 
she is on Columbia’s re-releases of her 
old ‘hits in a new LP album. Titled 
“Billie Holiday Favorites,” the package 
of eight sides (Time On My Hands, 
Laughing At Life, It’s A Sin To Tell A 
Lie, Loveless Love, Without Your Love, 
Tell Me More, Mandy Is Two and 
Swing! Brother! Swing!) represents a 
matchless exhibition of tonal mixing and 
phrase making by the buxom Lady Day 
and shows ably why she is rated as one 
of the all-time great voices of jazz. 

The Columbia album of Holiday gems 
covers every facet of the chanteuse’s wide 
and inimitable artistry, from blues to 
barrelhouse and sentimental ballads. 
For such a versatile collection, Billie is 
remarkably consistent in good perform- 
ance throughout. Her efforts are no- 
ticeably marked with sincere spirit and 
drive, desirable qualities too often miss- 
ing in her vocals on recent waxings. 

Best side in the Holiday package is 
probably Without Your Love, a pressing 
of 1937 which has the mellow and lan- 
guorous stylings of Billie played tasteful- 
ly against the beat of an all-star group. 
The recording is an excellent example 
of what wonderful things Billie can do 
to an ordinary ditty. 

While Billie herself is chiefly respon- 
sible for the artistic achievement of the 
new Columbia album, no little credit is 
due the topnotch group of musicians who 
accompanied (Continued on Page 81) 















Are you in the know ? 


When you and your squire attend a wedding, should you— 


[_] Breeze up the aisle together [_] Take the usher's arm {_] Make it a threesome 


Bewitched —and bewildered —by weddings? 
All that formality needn’t panic you. When 
the usher offers his arm—take it, even if 
you've an escort. Your beau will follow 
you up the aisle. And if calendar ‘“‘trials 
menace your poise, you can dismiss them 


” 





To cure a “videot” 
should you try— 


}] The shock technique 
| The absent treatment 
Humoring the guy 

The lady’s not for burning the midnight oil 
—with a fella who’s in love with the family’s 
T.V. set! So? Consider the shock technique. 
Black out the video; then meet Dreamboy 
at the door with a firm “shall we go?”’ It’s 
worth a try! But it takes no effort, at certain 
times, to discover all 3 absorbencies of Kotex 
are worth trying. You'll find one so-o-o 
right for you— Regular, Junior or Super. 


with Kotex. This napkin is made to stay 
soft while you wear it; gives softness that 
holds its shape. Nor need you quail at each 
casual glance, for as surely as those flat 
pressed ends prevent revealing outlines— 
Kotex can keep you blush-proof. 





If you’re collarbone-conscious, 
what helps? 


[| Mermaid maneuvers 


[_] More upholstery 
(] A library card 


Got a lean-and-hollow look around the 
collar? To add “upholstery,” eat hearty. 
Swim like crazy. And do this: Sit “tall” 
with a book in each hand, shoulder-height. 
Elbows back, slowly boost books toward ceil- 
ing, then lower them —20 times daily. Even 
on “‘those”’ days, you can boost your confi- 
dence, if you let Kotex help. Kotex has a spe- 
cial safety center; gives you extra protection. 


More women choose KOTEX’ 
than all other sanitary napkins 


3 ABSORBENCIES: REGULAR, JUNIOR, SUPER 
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ywn diaphragm and 

ummy. You've never enjoyed 

» much freedom, comfort and style in anything 
you've worn. The 4 extra-length detachable and 
adjustable garters completes HIDE-A-WAIST. 


TO DAY TRIAL FREE! 


Order today. Wear it 10 days FREE. If not de- 

ghted, return for refund. Sizes 24 to 34, $2.98. 

Sizes 35 and over, $3.98 (50c extra for the 4 

extra-length detachable and adjustable garters.) 
rs J. Wegman Ce., Dept. 1410-1 “ 
| 836 Broadway, New York 3, N. Y. { 
Rush my new HIDE-A-WAIST three-in-one at once. ! 

| if {| am not thrillingly satisfied | will return it after 
(0-day FREE trial for prompt refund of full pur- | 


| chase price. 

| Size (waist size in inches). { 
Also send ... sets of extra-length detachable 

| and adjustable garters at only S0c for set of four. i 


Send C.0.D. | will pay postman on delivery plus 
| few cents postage. 
| enclose payment. The S. J. Wegman Co. will { 
pay postage. 
NAME 
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HIS MONTH we devote attention to 

birthdays from June 21 to July 22, 
the period of the Zodiac sign of Cancer, 
symbolized by the ‘Crab’. Cancer is the 
national sign of the United States and 
of Canada and many persons who are, or 
have been active in the public life of 
these countries, were born at this time of 
the year. Outstanding Negro celebrities 
born under this sign include such top 
names as movie star Lena Horne (June 
80), bandleader Louis Armstrong (July 
4), heavyweight boxing champ Ezzard 
Charles (July 7), NAACP secretary 
Walter White (July 1) and bandleader 
Louis Jordan (July 8). 

The character of Cancer people is to- 
tally unlike any other group. Here we 
find memory having a distinct bearing 
You 


born at this time seem to gain satisfac- 


upon all that you are, do or say. 


tion and enjoyment from reliving the 
past in its every detail. This can retard 
normal progress and limit taking advan- 
tage of present advantages. 
prominence to family life and its mem- 


You give 


bers. There are many who extend this 
phase into action in public affairs such 
as societies, church and politics. 

There is a veneration for ancestors 
and obedience to old customs, includ- 
ing the observance of etiquette in its 
All that pertains to the 
material world has an appeal. 


formal details. 


Many of you Cancer-born manifest a 
timidity which is due to an over-sensi- 
tivity. At times this prevents you from 
pushing ahead even when you possess 
the talents and experience to do so. You 
are given to moods which influence 
your conduct and behavior in your con- 
tacts and relationships with persons in 
your everyday life. 

You will generally find persons born 
under the signs Scorpio and Pisces to 
be in harmony with you, also Taurus 
and Virgo. This is in social life, business 
and marriage. As for numbers, since 





Cancer is ruled by the Moon, your nat- 


YOUR 


_ STARS AND NUMBERS 





ural numbers are 2 and 7. 
of the week is Monday. 
green and dove grey. The moonstone 


Your day 
Colors pale 
and agate your gems. Silver is your 
metal. You are psychically inclined. 
Thus impressions and dreams have a real 
meaning to you. 

It will prove helpful to observe the 
times of the month when there are new 
They signify events 
and happenings in your affairs. Select 
the 9th and 10th days after a new moon 
for matters important to your welfare. 


and full moons. 


You of Cancer are now in a seven-year 
cycle of changes which can have a bear- 
ing upon your progress and advance- 


These 


changes may come about suddenly and 


ment in about every direction. 


unexpectedly. This month of July ranks 

of real importance to you. It can also 
be a productive period for Scorpio, 
Pisces, Virgo and Taurus persons. 

Numbers showing promise in July are 
4, 6 and 8, 1, 3, 6, and 1, 5, and 7. 
Some advantages are in the making for 
those persons whose names contain H 
and R on the 7th and 17th, and T or J 
on the 19th. 

The following days in July are most 
promising for acting upon interests that 
have a greater meaning to best results. 

Aries: 3, 6, 8, 11, 23, 27. 

Taurus: 3, 8, 11, 15, 16, 22. 

Gemini: 1, 2, 4, 10, 15, 19, 30. 

Cancer: 3, 4, 6, 11, 17, 21, 27. 

Leo: 2, 6, 7, 9, 14, 15, 21, 23. 

Virgo: 4, 6, 8, 9, 10, 18, 30. 

Libra: 1, 2, 8, 10, 11, 22, 31. 

Scorpio: 3, 7, 11, 12, 21, 30. 

Sagittarius: 1, 6, 9, 14, 15, 27. 

Capricorn: 5, 12, 14, 21, 25, 26. 

Aquarius: 1, 11, 13, 14, 21, 27. 

Pisces: 3, 7, 11, 13, 18, 21, 29. 

For readers who do not know the sign 
of the Zodiac under which they are born, 
this data will be supplied upon receipt 
of a self-addressed, stamped envelope. 
Write to Helen Sides, Tan Confessions, 
1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 
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REAL 
LIFE 
DRAMAS 





o— PRISONER stood humbly be- 
fore the judge in Brooklyn’s Bay 
Ridge Court. He was a young man, not 
more than 27 and the set of his shoul- 
ders bespoke the attitude of a man who 
has given up every hope of any good 
thing happening to him. 

The prisoner had been arrested while 







sleeping in the boiler room of a steam- | 


ship scheduled in a few days to sail for 
Karachi, India. 
“Why did you want to become a stow- 
away?” the judge demanded sternly. 
The Negro defendant looked straight 
into the judge’s eyes and said in a clear 
voice: 


| 


| 
| 


“I wanted to get back to India to 


marry the girl I bought in 1946.” 

Surprise came over the judge’s face— 
surprise and interest. He leaned for- 
ward, his voice now gentle: 

“Tell me the whole story, son, from 
beginning to end,” he ordered. 

The story William H. Bradley told 
was an old, old tale—the tale of what a 
man will endure and brave for the love 
of his woman. In 1946 the prisoner had 
been serving in India with a quarter- 
master truck company and had become 
a close friend of a native Indian of Mo- 
hammedan faith. When the Indian friend 
had introduced the GI to his lovely ten- 
year-old sister, the GI had fallen in love 
with her immediately and, after the cus- 
tom of India, asked her mother for her 
hand. Accepted as a future son-in-law, 
the GI paid 500 rupees ($165) to the 
girl’s family. 


The GI could (Céntinued on Page 70) | 
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1. ANTISEPTIC (Protection from germs) 
Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new formula 
actually combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base 
melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective film that 
permits effective and long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. DEODORANT (Protection from odor) 


Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and 
found to be more effective than anything it 
had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover 
up) unpleasant or embarrassing odors, and 
yet they have no “medicine” or “‘disinfectant” 
odor themselves. 


3. CONVENIENT (So easy to use) 


, ’ Norforms are small vaginal suppositories 
+ Product that are so easy and convenient to use. 
pa Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 


measuring. They’re greaseless and they 
keep in any climate. Your druggist has 
oY, them in boxes of 12 and 24. 
TESTED by Doctors ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA 


V reusted ee .: Ge informative Norforms booklet 


ust mail this coupon to: Dept. TN-7 
orwich Pharmacal Company, 








Norwich, N. Y. 
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Size (waist size in inches). 
Also send . sets of extra-length detachable 
and adjustable garters at only for set of four. | 


HIS MONTH we devote attention to 

birthdays from June 21 to July 22, 
the period of the Zodiac sign of Cancer, 
symbolized by the ‘Crab’. Cancer is the 
national sign of the United States and 
of Canada and many persons who are, or 
have been active in the public life of 
these countries, were born at this time of 
the year. Outstanding Negro celebrities 
born under this sign include such top 
names as movie star Lena Horne (June 
80), bandleader Louis Armstrong (July 
4), heavyweight boxing champ Ezzard 
Charles (July 7), NAACP secretary 
Walter White (July 1) and bandleader 
Louis Jordan (July 8). 

The character of Cancer people is to- 
tally unlike any other group. Here we 
find memory having a distinct bearing 
upon all that you are, do or say. You 
born at this time seem to gain satisfac- 
tion and enjoyment from reliving the 
past in its every detail. This can retard 
normal progress and limit taking advan- 
tage of present advantages. You give 
prominence to family life and its mem- 
bers. There are many who extend this 
phase into action in public affairs such 
as societies, church and politics. 

There is a veneration for ancestors 
and obedience to old customs, includ- 
ing the observance of etiquette in its 
formal details. All that pertains to the 
material world has an appeal. 

Many of you Cancer-born manifest a 
timidity which is due to an over-sensi- 
tivity. At times this prevents you from 
pushing ahead even when you possess 
the talents and experience to do so. You 
are given to moods which influence 
your conduct and behavior in your con- 
tacts and relationships with persons in 
your everyday life. 

You will generally find persons born 
under the signs Scorpio and Pisces to 
be in harmony with you, also Taurus 
and Virgo. This is in social life, business 
and marriage. As for numbers, since 





Cancer is ruled by the Moon, your nat- 





YOUR 


\ __ STARS AND numBERS 


ural numbers are 2 and 7. Your day 
of the week is Monday. Colors pale 
green and dove grey. The moonstone 
Silver is your 
You are psychically inclined. 


and agate your gems. 
metal. 
Thus impressions and dreams have a real 
meaning to you. 

It will prove helpful to observe the 
times of the month when there are new 
They signify events 
and happenings in your affairs. Select 
the 9th and 10th days after a new moon 
for matters important to your welfare. 


and full moons. 


You of Cancer are now in a seven-year 
cycle of changes which can have a bear- 
ing upon your progress and advance- 


These 
changes may come about suddenly and 


ment in about every direction. 


unexpectedly. This month of July ranks 
of real importance to you. It can also 
be a productive period for Scorpio, 
Pisces, Virgo and Taurus persons. 

Numbers showing promise in July are 
4, 6 and 8, 1, 3, 6, and 1, 5, and 7. 
Some advantages are in the making for 
those persons whose names contain H 
and R on the 7th and 17th, and T or J 
on the 19th. 

The following days in July are most 
promising for acting upon interests that 
have a greater meaning to best results. 

Aries: 3, 6, 8, 11, 23, 27. 

Taurus: 3, 8, 11, 15, 16, 22. 

Gemini: 1, 2, 4, 10, 15, 19, 30. 

Cancer: 3, 4, 6, 11, 17, 21, 27. 

Leo: 2, 6,7, 9; 34, 1S, 21,23. 

Virgo: 4, 6, 8, 9, 10, 18, 30. 

Libra: 1, 2, 8, 10, 11, 22, 31. 

Scorpio: 3, 7, 11, 12, 21, 30. 

Sagittarius: 1, 6, 9, 14, 15, 27. 

Capricorn: 5, 12, 14, 21, 25, 26. 

Aquarius: 1, 11, 13, 14, 21, 27. 

Pisces: 3, 7, 11, 13, 18, 21, 29. 

For readers who do not know the sign 
of the Zodiac under which they are born, 
this data will be supplied upon receipt 
of a self-addressed, stamped envelope. 
Write to Helen Sides, Tan Confessions, 


1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 
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REAL 
LIFE 
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a PRISONER stood humbly be- | 
fore the judge in Brooklyn’s Bay | 
Ridge Court. He was a young man, not | 
more than 27 and the set of his shoul- | 
ders bespoke the attitude of a man who | 
has given up every hope of any good | 
thing happening to him. 

The prisoner had been arrested while | 
sleeping in the boiler room of a steam- | 
ship scheduled in a few days to sail for | 
Karachi, India. 

“Why did you want to become a stow- | 
away?” the judge demanded sternly. 

The Negro defendant looked straight 
into the judge’s eyes and said in a clear 
voice: 

“I wanted to get back to India to 
marry the girl I bought in 1946.” 

Surprise came over the judge’s face— 
surprise and interest. He leaned for- 
ward, his voice now gentle: 

“Tell me the whole story, son, from 
beginning to end,” he ordered. 

The story William H. Bradley told | 
was an old, old tale—the tale of what a 
man will endure and brave for the love 
of his woman. In 1946 the prisoner had 
been serving in India with a quarter- 
master truck company and had become 
a close friend of a native Indian of Mo- 
hammedan faith. When the Indian friend 
had introduced the GI to his lovely ten- 
year-old sister, the GI had fallen in love 
with her immediately and, after the cus- 
tom of India, asked her mother for her 
hand. Accepted as a future son-in-law, 
the GI paid 500 rupees ($165) to the 
girl’s family. 

The GI could (Céntinued on Page 70) 
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1. AN TISEPTIC (Protection from germs) 


Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected new formula 
actually combats germs right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base 
melts at body temperature, forming a powerful, protective film that 
permits effective and long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. DEODORANT (Protection from odor) 


Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and 
found to be more effective than anything it 
had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover 
up) unpleasant or embarrassing odors, and 
yet they have no “medicine” or “‘disinfectant” 
odor themselves. 


3. CONVENIENT (So easy to use) 


Norforms are small vaginal suppositories 
that are so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or 
measuring. They’re greaseless and they 
keep in any climate. Your druggist has 
them in boxes of 12 and 24. 


ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA 
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Woe 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER! 


IF YOU SUFFER FROM BRONCHIAL ASTHMA 
PAROXYSMS...from coughs, gasping, wheezing 
read this letter from Mrs. Emma Mills Robinson 


of Roanoke, Virginia. 
“Can Work and Sleep” 
Nacor is wonderful. I was very sick 
with attacks of bronchial asthma and 
[ tried one bottle. It helped mesomuch 
| got three more. Now I can doall my 
work, and I can sleep at night. 
Mrs. Emma Mills Robinson, 
Roanoke, Virginia. 
WHY DON’T YOU TRY NACOR? Just send name 
and your 3 wee daring 10-DAY OFFER. 
NO matter } ‘ou write today. 
NACOR, 164 PY State Lite Rae Nantes 
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DEARLY 
BELOVED 


A Forum For Your Marriage Problems 


Conducted By Frances Abegail Jackson 


EAR Mrs. Jackson: About a week 

ago my boy friend and I were on 
good terms, both loving each other with 
all of our hearts. A few days ago he 
came to my house and told me he didn’t 
love me any more. What shocked me so 
was that he didn’t have a reason for stop- 
ping loving me except that he doesn’t 
get excited when he sees me and he 
doesn’t feel the same about me any 
more. I was so startled I hardly knew 
what to say or do because only a week 
ago he loved me. 

I asked him how he could change all 
at once and he didn’t know. Then be- 
fore he left he was in love with me again. 
How could he change so? I thought 
maybe it was because he saw me crying 
and felt sorry for me. I’m 18 years of 
age and so is he, except I’m two months 
older than he. I do love him very much 
but I feel he will do the same thing over 
again, even though he promised he 
wouldn’t. We have been going together 
for seven months. Do you think I should 
try to forget about him? 

Miss Dorice A. 

Dear Dorice: First loves are beautiful 
while they last, tragic when they first 
end (as they usually do) and later, after 
the pain has worn off, they become fond 
memories stored away in the mind like 
souvenir dance programs or flowers from 
a first dance pressed between the leaves 
of a book. Whether your love for this 
boy is something that will last forever 
time alone will tell. 

Right now I would advise you to try 
to hold your love if you can but not with 
too tight a string. If you later feel that 
he really wants to leave but is only con- 
tinuing to see you because he does not 
want to hurt your feelings, then let him 
go. Sympathy and kindness are a poor 
substitute for love. In later years you 
will look upon the whole thing as a love- 
ly experience which was a part of your 
growing up. 

a x * 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am a young 

bride of 18.and I have been married for 


a year. I have continued to live with 
my mother for the simple reason that 
my husband is in the armed forces. | 
have not bothered to get an apartment 
because Mom and I and my husband 
get along fine and I figure I can save 
much more by living with Mother until 
he gets out of the services. He came 
home three weeks ago for three days and 
everything seemed to go along as 
smoothly as it always has. But shortly 
after his return to camp I received a let- 
ter from him stating that when he was 
home he heard a lot of lies that were 
told about him by Mother. 

I know that he is lying because the 
things he claims Mother told were not 
known to her or anyone else. He and 
I were the only ones who knew them 
and I surely couldn’t have told them be- 
cause I am expecting my baby any day 
now and I can’t leave the house. He 
also claims that he doesn’t love me and 
that he never will set foot near my moth- 
er’s house or me again. Our marriage 
has been a model one as we have never 
quarreled and Mother has done every- 
thing possible for both of us. Mrs. Jack- 
son, could you give me some logical rea- 
son for his acting this way? Can you 
tell me of some way that I may win him 
and his love again because I truly and 
sincerely love him very much. 

Mrs. Joyce L. 

Dear Joyce: I find it hard to believe 
that your marriage has been a model 
one for a year and that suddenly, just a 
few days before your first baby is to be 
born, your husband has a complete 
change of heart. Perhaps your marriage 
has been a model one in your eyes but 
not in those of your husband. Perhaps 
in your own happiness you have over- 
looked some rankling dissatisfaction 
that has quietly tormented your husband 
for a period of time. Just as soon as 
possible I would advise you to go to 
your husband (without your mother) 
and talk over the entire situation with 
him honestly and frankly. You love 
your husband (Continued on Page 66) 
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We beamed at each other over our drinks and he said: “Here's ry 
to my luck in finding you--and may I never lose you again.” 


As an artist’s model, Letty knew what she wanted in a man and set her 
sights for Reese. But she had to fight like a tiger to hold onto him 


when his parents tried to stop his marriage to someone beneath him. 


A S THE STEWARD pushed the chair under _— out again. An understanding silence settled 


me I returned the polite smile and “Good _across the table. 


morning” from the woman seated across the 
table from me. I lit a cigarette. She glanced 
over her coffee cup and said, “You're like 
me. I like one in the morning, too. Sort of 
gives you a push, don’t you think?” I agreed 
with a nod and looked out of the window at 
the dreary Nevada wastelands. 

“I’m in no hurry for it,” I told the hover- 
ing waiter after I ordered the customary 
light breakfast. I stifled a yawn. I looked 


In thought I really was out there in the 
distance. Had my husband, Reese, been be- 
side me he would have sized me up, chuckled 
aloud and then told me again I looked just 
as if I were listening to a new Billy Eckstine 
record. I was in that kind of mood. He 


would be sure to squeeze my arm, affection- 
ately call me a goof and squint enormous 


grey eyes. 
To come suddenly upon him and his large 











grey eyes usually was terrific to most people, including my- 
self. Set in a beardless nut brown face with a shock of curly 
black hair, the effect still could upset me just thinking 
about it. I always was a softie for dreamy eyes in a fellow. 

I could clearly see him in my day dreams as I rode along. 
He probably felt good inside, too, when he worded the cable- 
gram in Tokyo to me. He was heading for San Francisco, 
it said, and would I do likewise? He was kidding surely. 
Nothing could have stopped me, baby! Reese, in Japan as 
a special services officer with the occupation forces, had 
finally gotten the juicy plum of a better desk job in the 
Northern California area.. For a long time he had been 
doing some fine and fancy hustling around to clinch the 
break. Now he had it. Looking at me sitting there enjoy- 
ing my thoughts no one would think I was a married woman 
of nearly three years. At the moment I must have looked 
dewy-eyed as any new, cellophane-wrapped bride. Well, | 
earned that glow without any outside help. We both did, 
in fact. 

Marriage for us at first had been one rough, rocky road. 
Once on it neither of us asked any favors nor had we 
ducked away from the tough blows aimed at our heads. At 
the very start it was an out-and-out case of sides lined up 
on a battlefield. The one big thing in our minds was deter- 
mination to share our love and confidence and make it stick. 
That was our battle standard. All we asked was a fair 
chance to work it out okay for ourselves. We didn’t give 
a darn about anything or anybody. But my in-laws had an 
entirely different idea in mind. At least they did have. 

A certain part of Philadelphia is very much like Boston 
when it comes to that old routine about family background 
and the importance of having a doctor, a dentist or lawyer 
(or all three) in the family. Many of them would prefer 
boiling in oil rather than change that tired song and dance. 
The fact that Reese, born and raised in those surroundings, 
picked a wife from “across town” was unthinkable. 

Oh, they were amused all right, and perhaps got a laugh 
at the one or two women in their family who worked. But 
they were more like the heroines in slick magazine stories 
and really not taken too seriously by Reese’s hincty family. 
\ few school teachers, a principal and a real estate operator 
mixed in weren’t too hard to take. I could see them no 
doubt patting them fondly on the cheek, tolerantly clucking. 

Reese showing up in their midst with me, an artists’ 
model who worked hard to stay alive, was bad enough. 
Their discovery later that I had no socially-important family 
ties strictly called for war council, all hands on deck and 
man the guns. Victory of any sort for me was out of the 
question. 


I, Letty King, was booked to go. 


T ALL began while we both were on the university campus. 
Reese was soon to get his degree in recreation. I hadn’t 
then begun working for professional artists but was posing 
morning and evening for graduate art classes at the school. 
Several times while having coffee in the snack bar, I noticed 
Reese. The first time I got a good look I thought maybe 
he was one of the many tall, long-limbed track men you see 
on every campus. Something about him reminded me of 
Sugar Ray Robinson, especially his quick, wide grin. He 
stood out like a ray of light. I began to look for him, coffee 
16 


Once Letty set her eyes on handsome 
Reese Talbot, she was not 
happy until she could lead him to 
the altar. But she discovered that 
she got more than she bargained 


for when she met his crusty parents. 


or no coffee. Watching him, my heart did a flip-flop. There 
was nothing I could do about it. One evening I caught my- 
self sighing aloud. 

A girl I knew sat beside me not long after that. She 
caught my gaze and followed it straight to my dream prince. 
Reaching for the sugar, she said, “Nice, huh? That’s Reese 
Talbot, dear. You lookee but no touchee.” 

I was puzzled. I asked, “What do you mean, no touchee?” 

She shrugged, tasting her coffee. “He’s a Talbot, honey. 
A West Philadelphia Talbot, that is. Very la-dee-dah.” She 
stuck her little finger out for clearer emphasis. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” I murmured. “He looks like an all- 
right guy to me.” The girl gave me a have-it-your-way shrug 
and paid her check. I didn’t notice her departure. I was 
trying to look indifferently toward Reese Talbot, busy with 
his chums. A likeable, nice guy, I mused. He didn’t seem 
stuck up nor stuck on himself. Usually he sat with a group 
of men, all wearing similar soft, expensive tweeds, constantly 
lighting long black pipes and giving off gobs of that air of 
belonging. 

Then I came upon a picture of him in a daily paper. It 
showed his father, Dr. Reese Talbot Sr., being sworn in as 
an important Federal appointee. With him was his family. 
I studied Reese’s mother, a thin, orchid-wearing woman with 
her son’s smile. Carelessly she held a mink scarf and gloves. 
Next to her stood another Talbot male, taller and hand- 
somer than the Talbot I knew on sight. This one in an 
army. major’s uniform would have to be Reese’s brother. 
He had flown home from Berlin for the occasion, so it read. 
An aunt, typical of the little group, stood between Reese 
and the senior member. She faced the camera looking as if 
she would be glad when it was all over. 

The fine-feathered Talbots, I wryly reminded myself when- 
ever I looked at the picture I clipped out and tucked away 
in an identification case in my bag. I still hadn’t quite 
made up my mind why I kept it. Reese didn’t know I was 
in this world. Nevertheless I held on to it like it was a 
sure thing in tomorrow’s fourth call at Hialeah. 

Feeling bold I next slipped into a few of the large, crowd- 
ed class rooms where I knew Reese would be. Sure enough 
he would be in sight or hurry in late and stand alongside 
the wall. I would study him out of the corner of my eyes. 
Once, returning a nod from someone seated near me, those 
striking grey eyes lingered briefly on me. My cheeks sud- 
denly felt warm. For a second I thought he was struggling 
to place me. The surging thrill all but knocked me out. He 
didn’t know me, of course, but mentally I hugged myself 
anyway. 

I would see him at dances. I met quite a few of the fel- 
lows on the campus and began to go out with them. If I 
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wasn't asked to go to a particular dance where I knew Reese 
Talbot surely would be, I wrangled a date to go. That was 
easy for me. -I made the best of being “that professional 
model on the campus.” I played it cool, had fun and loved 
every minute of it. Once at a frat dance my partner and | 
yhirled by Reese. I turned to see him looking intently my 
yay with that quizzical expression of his. I was looking 
graight at Reese. Uncertain, he gave a nod. We held our 
gaze across the floor a full second. Powerless to do any- 
thing else, I smiled. Then he was lost from view. 

Not long after that bit of treasure, I began to be in gradual 
demand among photography schools downtown and a few 
exclusive painters with wealth who could afford leisure art 
in their own studios. Time for me became scarcer and 
sarcer. Hours on the campus, which I lived for, now held 
little in-between spare moments for coffee. Chances of see- 
ing Reese near or far seemed pretty hopeless. I found my- 
elf down in the dumps. I had the blues. As sure as | 
lived and breathed, Reese Talbot had become the one man 
| wanted in my life. That truth was something | clung to, 
come hell or high water. I was sure, dead sure. 

Most of all he would fill my thoughts in the stillness of 
dasses as I posed. With the soft accompanying sound of a 
brush moving across a nearby wet canvas, I would slip into 
the favorite dream of grey eyes, a tall, lean figure and a 
deep chuckle heard in those earlier coffee bar moments. 

Exactly a month later my world of bliss caved in on me. 
The department head impulsively decided as an economy 
move to pass up professional models and use undergrad 
students instead. I was beside myself with rage. As my aunt 
with whom I lived put it, I acted as if I was minus all my 
jobs instead of just one. And the poorest paying one, at that. 
That wasn’t it, though. What upset my apple cart was that 
no more coffee time meant no possible glimpse of Reese. 

Feverishly I threw myself into work to forget him. I 
accepted all requests to model, often working the calls in 
daily pell-mell shifts. Bedtime usually found me a pretty 
beat model. A fellow I knew as Bob, a writer on one of 
the Philadelphia weeklies, did a career story about me. It 
gained a lot of attention. I became something of a com- 
munity celebrity. I was asked to appear on a variety of 
programs, elected pin-up queen by some GI’s stationed in 
Kentucky, and even had a rash of proposals by mail. I 
shrugged at it all. My aunt, busy at the phone, welcoming 
the mail man and lording it over neighbors unfortunate to 
have no such publicized relatives, had herself a ball. As a 
favor to Bob I agreed after much hounding to take a bow at 
ahobby show to be staged at a community center. 

The night of the affair was rainy and chilly but I kept 
my promise. Bob met me at the door and escorted me to 
achair on the small stage. The room was crowded. The 
Program, typical of those at neighborhood community 
houses, was short. Several of us were introduced from the 
platform and from the audience. Dutifully we bowed. Then 
we were free to inspect the displays of hobbies. Some teen 
age girls came up to me to ask questions about modeling. 
I was telling them the hazards of the profession when one 
smiled a greeting at someone who ‘came up to join our little 
circle. The man stood quietly near. I didn’t glance at him, 
thinking it was Bob. 

As I turned, he touched my (Continued on Page 67) 


“Yowll never lose me now, 


HARLEM GANG GIRL 


When Virginia was trapped in the net of Harlem gang warfare, she went all out and rose. 4 4 


quickly to the top rung of the Killerettes organization by making friends with Satin-Head, 
But there came a day of reckoning for life of crime and the toll she paid came very high, 


A T LAST I’m free. They can’t do anything to me now 
~* for the gang has broken up, and whether you call me 
a stool pigeon or not, I’m glad I ‘was the one who helped 
most to do it. 

The Killerettes are no more and I want to tell the readers 
of Tan Conressions the story of how I was responsible 
for breaking up the gang—mainly because it taught me a 
lesson and | hope others too will learn before it is too late. 
It took a lot of bitter tears and grim tragedy before I was 
able to escape from the terrible life of a Harlem gang girl 
and I want other girls to avoid the same pitfalls. 

I guess | was weak-willed, like many Harlem girls my 
age, when they recruited me as one of the girl members 
of the Killers. I was only 15 at the time and had just 
entered high school after my mother and father came down 
from Newburgh, New York, where I was born, to settle 
in Harlem where Dad had gotten a job just before the 
war broke out. In Newburgh there are not so many Ne- 
groes and | didn’t dream that there were so many in the 
world until we came to Harlem to live in an overcrowded 
apartment building near Seventh Avenue. There were all 
kinds of people living in this seven-story walkup building. 
There were, it seems to me, at least 100 kids around my 
age, hundreds of others much younger, and men and women 
of all ages anid colors and looks. 

People lived four and five to the room in the 20 apart- 
ments in the building. I don’t know how many ever got 
a good night’s sleep because there was something going 
on in the building all day and all night long. The police 
siren seemed always to be competing with the wild, weird 
siren of the fire engine in my neighborhood. Every night 
you could hear a woman scream in pain and anguish from 
being beaten either by her boy friend or husband. 
fought on the sidewalks, in the lobby, in the vestibule and 
in their homes. Once in a while you’d hear the sharp 
crack of a pistol and the dull thud of a body tumbling down 


1S 


the dirty marble of the steps in the hallway. Doors we 

crack open inquiringly, cautiously and then shut no 
lessly as policemen scampered up the steep stairs tryi g 
to find out who did it. . 

The City Marshal had a busy time of it in our building: 
His men acted as though they lived there, considering ] 
number of evictions for non-payment of rent they 
out each week. You had to be careful walking in the 
of my building. If you were not, you might step on an 
empty wine or whiskey bottle, turn an ankle or bre 
your bones in a sudden fall. 

The Killers were a gang of over 150 teen-age kids 
had been founded back in 1928 when the Negro school 
kids of that day had to fight their way to and from schools 
where they constituted less than two per cent of the student 
body. As more Negroes poured into Harlem and the whites 
started moving out, the schools soon became all-colored 
and the original purpose of the Killers was no more. 

For some reason the gang was kept alive, mainly,.| 
believe, for protection from other gangs in various neigh 
borhoods. The idea of gangs seemed to spread 
and before long there were over 110 kid gangs and sub 
divisions all over Harlem. They continually gave the cop 
and juvenile authorities a headache with gang wars 
many times ended fatally for some kid and which sulted 
often in kids being maimed for life. Nobody could do 2 
thing about it for the kids in the gangs, whether they were 
deadly rivals and sworn to beat up or kill each other, hades 
learned to observe one cardinal rule that was not to eve 
be violated—you don’t squeal. a 

My first contact with the gangs came the morning 4 5 
my first day in school. a 


a 


“WHAT'S your name, thick?” I looked around £ om 
my locker into the face of a very dark, carelessly) 
dressed girl in sneakers and wear- (Continued on Page 62)) 











































































Jeb had to make a choice between the life of his wife and the life of his baby son. Certainly 
Angie had not given him much reason to save her and in the crucial moment of decision 
she could do little more than pray. 








**T CAN only save one of them, Jeb—” 
Doc Murray’s voice floated into my 
consciousness from some distant place. 
“The mother or the baby— it’s a terrible 
choice for a man to have to make, but— 
well, it’s your wife or your son—” 
Hovering in the twilight zone between 
life and death, I heard the doctor’s fatal 
words shatter all my hopes and dreams 
and will to live. Even in my semi- 
conscious state I realized that there was 
only one choice my husband could make, 
I could 
even imagine Jeb’s slow, deliberate voice 
saying, “Maybe I loved my wife once, 
but things have changed. To have a 
You’ve got to deliver him 


only one thing he could say. 


son at last! 
alive, Doc!” 

Another pain ripped through me and 
a low moan escaped my parched lips. 
Slowly, I prayed and sank back into the 
black pit of coma. I welcomed the obliv- 
ion, the dark empty void where only 
shadowy memories of the past whirled 
around in a patchwork pattern of people 
and places and events. . . . 


NYONE familiar with rural life 

knows that a family of healthy, 
stalwart sons, who can someday help 
him work his land and harvest his crops, 
is the biggest dream in the life of a 
farmer. And Jeb was a typical farmer. 
I realized when he married me that what 
he wanted most was a mother for his 
future sons rather than a soul-mate for 
a storybook romance. Being an average 
Kansas farm wife, I accepted Jeb’s wish 
for a son as a natural desire. 

But after our firstborn turned out to 
be a girl, this desire became an obses- 
sion that transformed my quiet, satis- 
fying love for Jeb into a wild mixture 
of fear and hatred. I felt I was guilty 
in some way for denying my husband 








the happiness of having a son. I be- 
came so miserable and unhappy, so 
choked up with confused emotions that 
the first chance I got I shook the dust 
of the farm from my feet and headed 
for the city—with a traveling salesman. 

It was in this setting—the flat wheat- 
lands of Kansas which to us midwestern- 
ers have a majestic beauty all their own 
—that I grew up. It takes a hardy breed 
to endure the sun, battle the dust, fight 
soil erosion and make a crop each sea- 
son and this is what we are. 

Hard-working, God-fearing people, 
my parents were silent and uncommuni- 
cative. I accepted their love as a mat- 
ter of course, feeling it rather than ex- 
periencing it since any open show of 
affection or other emotion was frowned 
on. Pa seldom made a fuss over us 
kids, even my three brothers whom he 
idolized. Only at Christmas time or on 
birthdays would he unbend and frolic 
a bit with us. 

Ma, of course, being a woman, was 
a little warmer. I was the youngest and 
the only girl, so I spent most of my days 
working by her side in the kitchen, in 
the garden and helping her with other 
chores. I remember how she com- 
forted me the day Pa bluntly told me I 
couldn’t finish my schooling. “Guess I 
know how you feel, Angie,” she said in 
her tired, quiet voice. “I had big no- 
tions about leaving the farm—once. 
Then your father came along and we 
got married.” 

“Did—did you love him, Ma?” I 
asked, not quite sure how she’d take such 
a personal question. 

But she gave me one of her rare smiles 
and said, “He was the proudest-walking 
young man in Shawnee County, and 
none of my friends could claim a hand- 
(Continued on Page 49) 
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somer beau.” 



































hypocritical to my former friends and classmates. 


heered me as a star of the gridiron and basketball court, 


Chuck Mann didn’t realize what a danger- 
ous game he was playing when he tried to 


parlay a basketball bribe into a marriage 


with a blonde. 


W HEN the big basketball “fix” scandal broke in New 
York recently, many people were shocked at the blaring 
adlines announcing that some of the nation’s top cage stars 
both Negro and white—were accused of taking bribes. No 
ibt some wondered just what prompted these brilliant 
college athletes to take money for “throwing” games 
that big-time gamblers might make a “killing.” 


ung 
| don’t profess to know the inside story, the why’s and 
vherefore’s of the unfortunate events that atom-bombed 
astern collegiate sports sky-high, but I do know that our 
ttle Midwest college escaped a similar scandal by a mere 


iairsbreadth. Looking at those tragic news photos of the 
former sports heroes as they lined up in police stations after 
their arrest, I can honestly say, “There, but for the grace 


f God, go Ay 
Only a lucky quirk of fate—a chance remark by the beau- 
ful honey-blonde cheerleader I had fallen in love with— 
rought me to my senses in time to save my honor as a Negro, 
y reputation as an athlete, and the championship record of 


he team on which I played. 


Speaking of my “honor as a Negro” may sound piously 
I can 
most see the raised eyebrows, hear the snide remarks, for 
ey knew me as a typical BMOC (“big man on campus”), 











and welcomed me into their exclusive society as a white boy. 

I hadn’t planned it that way when I left Minneapolis to 
enroll at Milburn Liberal Arts College. At home, my mother’s 
brother was the only member of the family who had “crossed 
the line” and Uncle Ray’s name was never mentioned. I, for 
one, could never see a reason for passing. Most of my white 
friends didn’t live half as well as we did because Dad was 
pretty comfortably fixed with a civil service job in the 
veterans hospital at Fort Snelling, and I never suffered any 
slights and snubs while doing what I wanted and going where 
I chose. 

Of course, | was aware of racial prejudice in some parts 
of the country and even in our own city, but because it hadn’t 
happened to me—because I| hadn’t experienced it—discrim- 
ination was something | read about, much the same as gam- 
bling or crime or any other remote evil that didn’t touch my 
life. So I arrived at Milburn pretending to be nothing except 
what I was—a Northern-born, light-skinned youth totally 
unaware of any “problems” that had in the past or could 
in the future arise because my parents chose to be known as 
Negroes. 

It happened that Milburn was one of those colleges that 
lived up to the liberal policies it preached. It had been one 
of the first to strike out questions about religion and race 
on its application forms and the student council created a 
sensation when it unanimously (Continued on Page 54) 








“Let’s assume that this girl has no prejudices—I’ll take your 
word for that. But she is white and the question is will she 
come to your side or will you go to hers?” 





Love for dancing developed 


her first successes as chorus 
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| i igeenagrs has been a part of me ever 

since I was small. It has always 
made me happy to move my feet to mu- 
sic, to fill my body with the rhythm of 
the dance. I have always believed that 
to dance is to live. I became a dancer 
not only because I loved to dance, but 
because it gave meaning to my whole 





1 existence. 
How did I start dancing? There were 
‘ several reasons. First of all, I was born 
: in a town that was cold in the winter 
yy ‘ months, and our family usually lacked 
: . the money to buy fuel to heat our little 
' . home. I never wore stockings, simply 
because Mama couldn’t afford them for 
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me. 

Dancing was one solution to the heat- 
ing problem. It gave my body warmth. 
| remember that when I suffered from 
the cold I used to dance as vigorously 

n as I could to keep the blood moving in 
my veins. 
Barly dance training ig shown To dance on a stage was my greatest 
ene her segpariona! ambition as a little girl. I would day- 
peeeerrran: es before f{meri lr d f h it i a stall 
audiences today. ream for hours abou e stage, pictu 
ing myself one day as the featured dane- 
ing star of a big musical show, some- 
times as a famous dramatic actress. The 
theater fascinated me. I felt I had some- 
thing to say on the stage. I was not sure 
what it was or how I would say it, but 
I cherished one great dream: to work in 
the theater. 

When I was 10 I was the producer, 
director and chief choreographer of a — 
children’s theater that was born in the ™ 
basement of our St. Louis home. It was 7 
my first venture in show business and ~ 
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LIFE STORY 


early in childhood led her into show business and brought 


girl before she left for Europe and Folies Bergere career. 


BY JOSEPHINE BAKER 


Second Part Of A Serial 


was a delight from start to finish. 

I was the chief performer, and my lit- 
tle companions from the neighborhood 
formed the supporting cast. My cos- 
tumes were borrowed from my mother’s 
clothes closet. My favorite costume con- 
sisted of a pair of Mama’s shoes and a 
bright blue gown that was so large that 


I seemed lost in it. It enveloped me 
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completely, and I had to roll up the hem 
and tie a string around my waist to keep 
it up. One day, though, a candle that 
we were using to illuminate our base- 
ment stage, set Mama’s gown afire, and 
it was ruined. That was the end of our 
little theater. The next day it closed its 
doors forever. Mama saw to that. 
Philadelphia was the next important 
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Manager Ned Schuyler and husband 
Jo Boullon congratulate Jo Baker after 
first U.S. success at Miami’s Copa City. 




















Lithe, shapely legs of Jo Baker won 
Folies Bergere audiences. She wears 
unusual hair-dos for shows (below). 






stop along the way. I had known the 
city from the time I was 10 for it was 
there my Grandmother took me shortly 
after my tenth birthday. I remember it 
ividly. I remember I used to walk the 
hot streets barefoot in the Summertime 
to save the expense of buying shoes. 
This barefoot style almost cost me one 
f my feet. Romping around an empty 
lot with a bunch of boys one day, a rusty 
ail pierced my foot, and a severe infec- 
tion set in. I was taken to a hospital 
and my foot examined bv several doc- 
tors, who agreed that the infection was 
serious. They could not agree on wheth- 
amputation was necessary. Finally 
:fter a long consultation, the doctors de- 
ided not to cut off my foot. My initial 
terror turned to relief. 
In the years that followed I came to 
rize that foot highly, and to consider 
the doctor’s decision not to amputate as 
the most decisive in my life. It was 
probably my first real break. Without 
that foot I would never have become a 
dancer, and without dancing I doubt that 
uccess and happiness would have come 


way. Dancing has been that im- 


Exuberant personality of Jo Baker has always won her enthusiastic audiences. 
she is on her arrival in America recently. 


portant to me all of my life. 

I found it increasingly hard to stay in 
school, and preferred to roam the streets 
and hang around the back entrances of 
theatres just to be near performers. 1 
was forced to return to school but could 
never stay long. I hated being confined, 
I hated having to sit in a room with 40 
other children and listen to teachers talk- 
ing endlessly on subjects that | found 
boring. I left school so often I soon lost 
track of the number of times truant off- 
cers apprehended me and returned me to 
my mother or the school I was supposed 
to be attending. 

I started picking up extra money danc- 
ing in chorus lines in theaters and in 
night clubs. None of the jobs ever lasted 
very long. But I loved every one of 
them. I received very little money for 
what I did but a whole lot of spiritual 
satisfaction and experience. The impor- 
tant thing to me was that I had started 
to fulfill what seemed to be my destiny: 
to dance for my living on a stage. One 
week when I was 15 I éarned the grand 
sum of $9 for one week’s work. I was 
delighted to get it. That was a lot of 


Here 








money for a girl my age to be earning 
in those days. 


HINGS started to happen fast after | 

turned 16. All of a sudden my body 
developed. I was as tall and strong then 
as | am today. Moreover, I began to 
think things out for myself, to have ideas 
of my own about life and people. 

Mama didn’t like the idea of having 
a daughter in show business. She has 
always been a devoutly religious woman 
with no time for frivolous pleasures. She 
had tried to instill this outlook in me, 
but my mind was set on other things. 
My heart was in dancing and in the life 
of stage performers. Mama frankly did 
not share my passion for the theater and 
told me so bluntly on many occasions, 

I was scolded, warned, rebuked and 
threatened. Mama wanted me to give 
up my plans for a stage career. She 
wanted me to get an education and be- 
come a family woman. We disagreed 
violently, and as 1 became older and bet- 
ter able to express myself I insisted on 
my right to choose my own career. 
“Mama, I want to dance,” I said simply 
one morning before my mother left for 
work. 

Mama was furious. She looked at me 
fiercely for a moment, and shook her 
finger in my face. “No daughter of mine 
is going to earn her living that way,” 
she shouted. 

| was angry and depressed. I loved 
my mother dearly and did not want to 
displease her. I wanted Mama to be 
proud of me. But I wanted to dance, 
and nothing or nobody was going to 
discourage me. 

I ran away from home because Mama 
wanted to stifle my theatrical aspirations. 
She refused to allow me to go on with 
my dancing. If I was to continue it 
would have to be without her approval. 

It was in the city of Philadelphia that 
I made my debut as a professional danc- 
er. I'll never forget that opening as 
long as I live. It was at the old Stand- 
ard Theater and it was a very bad show. 
I was a chorus girl, and my salary was 
$10 a week. 

Other jobs followed but they were all 
alike. 

The shows didn’t do very well. Busi- 
ness was spotty and pay days were very 
irregular. Money was so scarce that some 
days I didn’t eat. I stayed hungry dur- 
ing those desperate months. Soon it be- 
came tragically obvious to me that | 
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Old friend of Josephine’s, famed Sophie Tucker, went to Miami 
especially to introduce Folies Bergere star at Copa City. 


couldn’t go on like that. Pay days were 
uncertain. The work was terribly hard. 

While I was in Philadelphia, Shuffle 
Along, a new all-Negro musical, came to 
town for a tryout and to undergo re- 
visions. A great success was being pre- 
dicted for it. It was headed for Broad- 
way, they said, and would make loads of 
money. I was excited and went over to 
the old Dunbar Theater to apply for a 
job with the chorus line. Some of the 
people in the cast of Shuffle Along had 
ven me dancing at the Gibson Theater 
there and had spoken of my talent to 
Noble Sissle, and Eubie Blake, who 
wrote the music and appeared in the 
show. 

I had heard that the show needed 
chorus girls, so I went over to the theater 
one cold and rainy afternoon. Mr. Sissle 
and his collaborator, Eubie Blake were 
sanding just inside the stage door con- 
fering with the show’s comedy team of 
Flournoy Miller and Aubrey Lyles. The 
producers, John Cort and J. J. Shubert, 
were also present. I almost got the job. 
Mr. Sissle was about to hire me when 
Flournoy Miller (Continued on Page 78) 
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When Mildred fell for the smooth line of Barney, she 

ignored the pointed warnings of her mother and her girl 

friends. Then when their words proved so true, she paid 
a high price in heartbreak and tragedy 


{ GLANCED nervously at my watch 


and started walking toward the front 
door. Mom, sitting with her back to me 
and reading a paper, suddenly cleared 
her throat and leaned forward around 
the back of the chair. There was an 
uncertain, puzzled look on her face and 
I knew she was going to start question- 
ing me again. 

“Going baby-sitting so soon?” she 
asked sharply, knitting her brow in a 
curious frown. 

I hesitated, wondering if I should lie 
or tell her the truth. “No, Mom,” I said 
weakly. “I—I’m going over to the drug- 
store. I’ve got to meet someone.” 

“Someone?” Her eyes held me in a 
steady gaze. “Who is it? Not one of 
those school ruffians I warned you 
about?” 

“No, Mom. It’s just Gracie and some 
of the gang. I won’t be gone long.” 

“Seems to me you've been spending 
too much time in that drugstore of late, 
young lady. I know what goes on over 
there, and I warn you—no good'll come 
of it!” 

I started to say something else, but 
Mom sniffed aloud and settled again to 
reading her paper so I decided against 
it. Then mumbling something about be- 
ing back shortly, I hurried out the door 
and down the steps. 


Inwardly I knew I was doing wrong, 
knew that I should have listened to Mom. 
But I guess my stubborn streak got the 
best of me and in coming days I was to 
learn the high price that a girl can pay 
when she refuses to listen to her mother. 
It was to lead to heartbreak and tragedy 
—not only to me but also to people who 
had been good enough to befriend and 
trust me. 

As I walked along I thought to my- 
self that I really ought to tell Mom about 
Barney. It was wrong not to, yet I 
knew that if I did there would be more 
questions—questions about him that I 
didn’t know the answer to myself yet, 
True, he wasn’t in high school like the 
rest of us, but what did that matter. He 
was scarcely older than any of the other 
boys in our gang, so I couldn’t see where 
it made any difference one way or an- 
other. But I knew Mom wouldn’t ap- 
prove of him, unless I could tell her all 
that there was to know about him. 

Maybe it was wrong to keep on meet- 
ing him secretly in the back room of 
Mrs. Bryce’s drugstore where the gang 
from school always hung out. But Bar- 
ney made me feel so wanted and im- 
portant when he showed me attention. 
He was just different from any of the 
other fellows—so much wiser, so much 
more clever— (Continued on Page 57) 





When he asked me to dance and gathered me up in his 
arms, | knew for sure that I wanted to belong to him— 
that I wanted to be his girl. 











Producer Clarence Robinson chats with 
two chorines he directed in Greenwich 
Village night club show. 















T= OTHER DAY I signed a con. _ 

tract to produce for the National my 
Broadcasting Company a series of 13 ies « 
television shows reproducing the most blood 
successful productions of the once-fabu- iin 
lous Cotton Club of New York. I have Of 
been working on this TV series for that r 
some time now and as I finish sketch- ems 
ing a show, I pause and turn back the today 
pages of my memory book to recall ing uy 
some of the happiest days of my life— in bei 
those turbulent, terrific days when I was 


busin 

the producer of some of the most suc- oh 
cessful night club shows in Broadway — 
history. ae way 
I guess it’s inevitable for an oldtimer _—— 
like me to hate to part with those mem- . dt 
orable moments, to say nostalgically: who t 


“Those were the days.” But trite as it 
sounds, those were really the days—hec- 
tic, exciting, thrilling times, moments of 
unforgettable pleasure when I could see 
my handiwork blossoming out into some 
of the finest talents that have ever graced 
the American stage. 

I watched with personal pride as 
names that I had helped get started in — 
show business skyrocketed to the zenith — 
of stardom—names like Duke Elling- 
ton, Barbara Stanwyck, Lena Horne, 
George Raft, Fats Waller, Cab Calloway — 
and Billy Daniels. Today many of 
the. biggest stars are still my personal 
friends and we often get together to 
discuss old times, to recall the days 
when we were all struggling along to 
make a living in a perilous profession. 
Then the stories start to tumble out. 

That’s the way show business is. 
When you’ve been in it as long as I have, 
you can look back and really reminisce. 
You leaf through a scrap book of fabu- 
lous names and exotic places. 

That’s the way I am—a dreamy, 
rather sentimental fellow with a lot of 








































memories stored up inside of me. I’ve 
been around a long time and have seen 
alot of things. Show business is in my 
blood and its greatest personalities were 
often my closest companions. 

Of course, | know I’m not unique in 
that respect. There are a lot of people 
around who can claim to have known 
today’s stars when they were just com- 
ing up. I take particular pride, though, 
in béing able to remember these show 
business greats in another way. | helped 
ina humble way to bring some of them 
to stardom. It makes you feel good 
way down inside to know that some- 
where along the line you played a part 
in the making of dancers and singers 
who today (Continued on Page 70) 
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Adelaide Hall Billy Daniels 





“I’m sorry | frighten you. You make me sound like an ugly old hag.” 
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It was a dangerous game Edna was playing when she insisted 


on choosing for her husband between a career as a chemist 
or a professional football player. But she was determined 
. . - So determined she almost wrecked her married life. 


P AND DOWN before the mailbox 

I paced with the envelope gripped 

in my trembling hand. Should I or 
should I not mail it? 

The moment of the last collection was 
approaching and still I could not make 
up my mind. Inside the envelope was a 
letter that would determine our entire 
future—mine and Ted’s. It would mean 
the difference between the hard, bitter 
life I had lived in the past or the gay, 
plush life that I always dreamed of in 
my teen years. 

I was gripped with fear as I realized 
the terrible thing I was doing and what 
Ted would think and do if he ever found 
out. It was a dangerous game | was 
playing but I could not resist, holding 
in my hand the letter that meant so much 
to both of us. All I had to do was miss 
that last mail collection and I would 
have my way. 

But still I hesitated, knowing deep in- 
side of me that I was wrong and that 
a woman who interferes with the hopes 
and dreams of the man she loves is play- 


ing with fire. Today I know that no 
matter how honest a woman’s motives, 
there is bound to be trouble the minute 
she sets herself up as a custodian of her 
husband’s ambitions. I had to find out 
the hard way through the bitter pill of 
tragic experience—an experience that 
had its climax in my decision about a 
ee 

It all goes back to the never-ending 
monotony of my life on a college campus 
where I was born. I never realized how 
much I hated the drab routine until one 
day Dad turned down a chance to get 
away from it all. I had been born in the 
college hospital shortly after Dad had 
come there as assistant professor in 
chemistry. Mother died while I was still 
a child and I always had the feeling that 
if only Dad hadn’t buried himself in the 
laboratory of a small college she might 
have lived. Medical specialists cost 
money and we never seemed to have quite 
enough. 

To Dad, (Continued on Page 46) 
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Only FELS‘NAPTHA 


OFFERS THESE 
WASHING ADVANTAGES! 


1. Mild, golden soap. \. 

2. Gentle, active naptha. \2\ 

3. Finer ‘Sunshine’ Ingredients Ye 
that give white things extra, ¥ 
brilliant whiteness—make 
washable colors brighter scat 


than new. 


Yes, little girl, your Mother’s a very smart lady... 
she is a regular user of Fels-Naptha Soap Chips— 
now improved for finer washing results. 


You and Mother will have your wash done in a jiffy, 

with Fels-Naptha and your wonderful automatic washer 
working together. Your play-soiled dresses will come 
sparkling clean and fresh and fragrant, because Fels-Naptha 
combines the extra washing energy of golden soap 

and gentle naptha, plus the special ‘Sunshine’ ingredient 
that makes washes ‘sparkle-white and color-bright.’ 


Fels-Naptha Soap 


BANISHES “TATTLE-TALE GRAY” ! 














L ‘her July bursts forth on the horizon with 
a brilliant display of fireworks for Inde- 
pendence Day, the hub-bub of Summer frivolity 
is ready to_reach its zenith with plans in full 
swing for weekend picnics, evening beach parties, 
and the family’s vacation trip. As the sizzling 
sun beats down on city streets, thoughts turn to 
ways and means of getting cool—whether it’s 
swimming or just getting out to the park or per- 
haps even a boating trip. Certainly there’s noth- 
ing like getting nautical to take advantage of the 
cooling sea breezes whether of the ocean or in- 
land lake variety. Or if you're a landlubber, 
there’s always fishing to keep you close to cool 
waters. 

To get into the mood cooling Summer salads 
are a big help—salads like the cucumber boat 
salad pictured above or the delectable aspic salads 
on Pages 42 and 43. Once in that lazy mid- 
Summer tempo, you’re set for that vacation feel- 
ing—even if there’s still the inevitable contro- 










Cool Thoughts 


For Summer Days 
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versy to settle. Yep, the kids want to go to 
camp and the country, Dad wants to head for 
the mountains to rest, read and wear old clothes 
and Mom wants the seashore or a popular resort 
to dress up and have fun. Which will it be? 

When Dad gets home to a quiet evening at 
home, start him off right to bring him around 
to your way of thinking. And with a cool salad on 
your dining room table, life will be serene indeed. 
A perfect Summer selection, cucumber boat salad 
is made simply by cutting three large cucumbers 
in halves lengthwise and scooping out the center 
like a boat. Dice pulp removed from center and 
let drain. Toss together 14 cup diced celery, 
¥4, cup diced green pepper, 1 small minced onion, 
1 cup cooked and diced shrimp, 14 cup mayon- 
naise, 1 tsp. salt and diced cucumber. Fill 
cucumber boats. Using toothpick and piece of 
romaine leaf, fix like sail on each cucumber 
boat. Garnish plates with chicory and slices 
of tomato. Yield: 6 servings. 








INTERIORS 


he epergne is designed primarily for elaborate dinner party 


for formal tea table, and reflects high style and dignity. 
Bottom of this epergne is planted with philodendron. 


h garden of growing green plants with a few fresh flowers 
inserted among the green gives party touch. 
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Flower Arranging 


— ARRANGING is fun and such a satisfying mode 
of expressing individuality, of developing a flair for deco- 
rative detail. Let your rooms repeat the gorgeous colors of 
the out-of-doors, the fragrance of midsummer by attractive 
floral arrangements in your home. There’s nothing that gives 
a room as much charm as fresh, colorful flower arrangement 
in a key spot. 

Seasonal flowers from the home garden or the backyard 
can form the basis of many an attractive floral setup. Cer- 
tainly it is not necessary to call upon a florist. A little per- 
sonal time and effort using the mass of blossoms in the summer 
garden will do the trick. Clever color combinations can be | 
made using seasonal leaves and flowers. Combine them with 
china, glass birds, figurines, seashells or other ornaments to | 
achieve the desired effect. Today’s decorators think that large, 
bold arrangements give the most striking effect with flowers, 

Thought must be given to the occasion, the appointments of 
the setting and the container that is to hold the arrangement, © 
The shape and placement of centerpieces may vary. A little 
forethought should be used when planning the seating of the 
guests or the position of the table which will provide ample 
opportunity to express charm and grace in the overall picture, 

Consideration should also be given to the height of the deco- 
ration. For a dinner table the arrangement should be low so 
guests can see and chat freely across the table. On the other 
hand, the centerpiece for a buffet or tea table may have height 
since the guests usually stand and there is no danger of ob- 
structing the view. 

These points will help you make pleasing arrangements: 

@ Start by placing three stems so that they outline a triangle 
on the needlepoint holder. 

@ Place flowers on the needlepoint holder so each blossom 
faces up to the highest flower. 

@ Cut each stem a different height. 

@ Keep a clear space between the highest and lowest stems 
in your arrangement. This keeps it from appearing cluttered. 


Rose and stock arrangement is adaptable to buffet table or creden- 
za. Flower arrangements by George Weinhoeber. 
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Carnation arrangement for cocktail party uses very low container Gladiola and majestic daisy arrangement is dashing and orna- 
with one tall spray of camellia and green foliage for height. Line mental display particularly suited for those with a taste for mod- 


attracts attention to special point of interest in room. ern decor. Lines complement room with functional furnishings. 


Simple, lovely design of iris and daisy will brighten up any nook or corner in your homes If one is not fortunate enough to have 
these flowers in the back yard or garden, they can be purchased all season at low prices and could be called a “budget bouquet.” 
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FASHION 


Simplicity In 
Summer Styles 


~ 





Basic dress of shrimp pink chambray is 
perfect for the town or country wardrobe. 
It is trimmed with white eyelet embroid- 
ery. About $9.95. Scarf by Carole Stanly. 







Sheath-type cotton dress comes in the season’s new color—tan- 
gerine. Skirt has deep splits on each side for walking comfort. 
Flat black buttons trim sleeves and skirt. Wide shoulder stole of 
matching material, has deep pockets on each end. About $12.95. 


EW SUMMER STYLES in dresses are distinctive in 

color and design. Simplicity of line is definitely 

stressed. The majority of prints and patterns are small and 
precise. 

The polka dot is always in good fashion, and has worked 
its way into a great number of clever color combinations 
and snappy styles. Smart stripes in pastel tones make ex- 
cellent choices for town and country wear. Brilliant Easter 
egg hues are shown in easy-to-launder cottons with unique 
trimmings of buttons, laces and bows. 

Pockets of every size and description add extra smartness 
to the slenderizing styles. Tapered-in waistlines with soft 
gathers and pleats present new feeling in line and silhouette. 

An outstanding fashion highlight in the summer collection 
of cottons and silks is the popular sheath dress which seems 
to fit into wardrobes for every purpose around the clock. 
Materials range from the finest imported silk to the everyday 
old-fashioned denim. 

The new stole is as important to summer fashion as an 
extra pair of hose. They are made to match dresses in plain 
or contrasting colors with or without peckets. Every woman 
will find a place for a stole in her wardrobe. 

Each design is important when it fits your purpose but no 
well-dressed woman should be without several casual basic 
dresses for town and country wear. Give your summer ward- 
robe for home or vacation a delightful boost by adding a 
few of the new crisp fresh summer dresses that offer such 
great possibilities for all styles and figures. 
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Chic, shirtwaist dress in beige silk shan- 
tung (right) made with straight simple 
lines and fly front. Tiny pleats and pearl 
buttons accent smart tailoring. The ever- 
popular stole is soft woven cotton in multi- 
colored stripes, by Carole Stanly. About 

$14.95. 










Pure silk crepe print dress has aqua back- 

ground with black and white dots. Simple 

flattering neckline and tiny velvet trim is 
perfect for any occasion. About $18. 
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Eye-catching orange and gray pure silk 
shantung print (below) designed by Ester 
Reifer of Surrey Classics is for the career 
girl. Dress has a three quarter dolman 
sleeve with a smart cuff. Skirt is quite full 
with unpressed pleats in front and casual 
pockets. Priced about $20. 









CHILD CARE 


Time To Watch 
For Polio Again 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics, Northwestern University 





r i TOO many thousands of children, summertime is no 
longer the carefree, vacation period that most adults 
remember from their childhood. Today the hot, summer 
months present an ever-growing threat of epidemics of 
poliomyelitis (infantile paralysis) which strike heavily in 
one section of the country or another almost every year. 
Still pretty much of a mystery disease despite the great 
amount of research being done on it in laboratories and 
hospitals throughout the United States, polio causes more 
worry and headaches among mothers of young children 
than any other disease known to mankind today. During 
the months of July, August, September and October this 
year, serious polio epidemics are sure to strike and not even 
the most learned scientist can predict where. In 1946 the 
state of Minnesota had the greatest number of polio cases 
and three years later it was North Carolina that suffered 
the heaviest epidemic. 

Polio is no respecter of races or economic classes. The 
Negro child will come under its influences just as readily 
as the white child. The son of a doctor is just as susceptible 
as the son of a woman who does day work and there is 
even evidence to show that the well-nourished and healthy 
child is even more likely to be struck down by the disease 
than the undernourished child who suffers from a lack of 
vitamin B. 

Most mothers fear polio because it not only can cause 
death but even more often leaves a child crippled for life. 
lt strikes most often among children from five to 16 years 
of age and present-day science, despite the expenditure of 
millions of dollars for research, has not been able to evolve 
either a cure or a preventive. In fact science today is not 
even sure how polio is passed on from one victim to another. 

Actually many doctors say that the worry about polio is 
far out of proportion to the actual danger of the disease. 
‘hey point out that as a killer, polio rates far down the list 
and has never been among the ten top causes of death in 
the United States. In the 1949 epidemic, the greatest since 
the United States Public Health Service put infantile paral- 

sis on the list of diseases to be reported some 40 years 
ago, there were just 42,375 cases. Pneumonia, influenza and 
the preventable diphtheria annually cause more deaths than 
does polio. 

Doctors also point out that most polio sufferers recover 
Figures show that slightly 
more than 50 per cent of polio victims recover completely, 
an additional 30 per cent recover enough to allow them 

» lead normal lives although there may be some slight 
weakness or crippling, and less than 20 per cent are notice- 


ompletely from the disease. 
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Children should be given examination by doctor at first sympto 


of polio. Early treatment can prevent crippling effect of disease. 


ably crippled. Less than 8 per cent of those who suffer from 
polio die. 

Scientists are hampered in their fight against polio because 
the disease is caused by a parasitic virus so small that no 
one has ever seen it even under the most powerful micro- 
scope. It is suspected that there are actually many types of 
polio (some have estimated that there are as high as 30 and 
all agree there are at least three broad types). 

Science knows just what happens in the body when this 
unseen virus attacks. Science also knows that the body 
can develop an immunity to polio and believes that this im- 
munity comes from being exposed to a light case of the 
disease—often so slight that the person does not even know 
he is ill. Because of the knowledge available to scientists 
today, they are sure that the polio fight will eventually be 
won. They are positive that sooner or later a vaccine will 
be discovered which will put polio in the class with yellow 
fever, typhoid and small pox—diseases which once caused 
widespread death and dread throughout the United 
States. 

But that life-saving vaccine is still a thing of the future. 
Today all must do everything in their power to keep polio 
from developing into epidemic proportions and to see that 
every polio patient gets the best of medical care and 
treatment. 

During the hot summer months mothers should watch 
carefully for the symptoms of polio (Continued on Page 81) 
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AST YEAR a total of about 1,500,000 

people died in this country. One 
third of this number, or about 500,000 
died of heart disease. Of course, many 
of these heart deaths were of elderly peo- 
ple whose hearts would be expected to 
give out after beating for a whole life- 
time at the rate of once every three quar- 
ters of a second. But eliminating those 
who died at the age of 70 or more as 
having lived a full life and considering 
only those who died under 70 years of 
age as dying prematurely, there were still 
250,000 people who succumbed to heart 
disease, representing about 25 per cent 
of the total deaths at these ages. 

Heart disease kills more people than 
any other disease, more than twice as 
many as does cancer. It is the largest 
medical problem facing the people of the 
world. If medical science could find a 
way to prevent or cure all heart diseases, 
there would be an annual saving in the 
United States alone of 250,000 lives that 
now end sooner than they should. It 
would save an untold amount of suffer- 
ing and a vast sum of money that repre- 


sents the financial loss. 

There are many kinds of heart disease 
with different causes and different effects 
on the persons that have them. Some 


Highly-charged emotions speed up the heart and cause much strain. 










By Dr. Julian Lewis 
Author of “The Biology Of The Negro” 





of them are preventable, some are cur- 
able, and some are inevitably fatal, but 
all of them can be treated by modern 
medical means so as to ease the suffer- 
ing and prolong the life of the victim. 
Each year doctors are learning more and 
more about these maladies. Vast sums 
of money are being spent in research to 
learn what causes heart disease and to 
discover new drugs that will mend the 
damage. 

The heart is a remarkable organ. It 
works harder than any organ in the 
body. It knows no rest save a tiny pause 
between each of its 70 beats each minute. 
The heart is in every respect a living 
pump. It has no other purpose than to 
keep the blood circulating throughout 
the body in order to bring food and oxy- 
gen to every cell of each organ. 

Anyone who has ever pumped water 
with a rubber bulb can understand how 


When the bulb is 


squeezed water is forced out at one end 


the heart works. 


and when pressure is released water is 
sucked in at the other end. The inflow 
and outflow are guided by valves at each 
end that keep the water flowing in only 
one direction. So it is with the heart 
except that it has four bulbs working 
synchronously and that it does its own 
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squeezing. But the inflow and outflow 
are governed by four water-tight highly- 
efficient valves. 

While the heart pumps blood to vari- 
ous organs about the body, it must at the 
same time pump blood to itself. A home- 
ly analogy will explain this. A chef in 
a large restaurant works very hard pre- 
paring large quantities of food for many 
people. But if he is to keep up his effi- 
ciency, he must also prepare a little for 
himself. if he doesn’t he becomes weak 
and finally loses so much strength that 
he can’t cook for his customers. In the 
end they, too, become weak and unable 
to carry on their daily work. 

The heart pumps blood to other or- 
gans through two large blood vessels but 
there are two relatively small blood ves- 
sels, the coronary arteries, through which 
blood is forced to the heart muscle at 
each heart beat, bringing to it the food 
and oxygen that are vitally necessary for 
its continued action and service to the 
remainder of the body. Whenever the 
coronary arteries become diseased, as 
they very often do, the heart suffers from 
a lack of nourishment and becomes too 
weak to deliver the proper amount of 
blood to other organs. 

The largest group of diseases of the 
heart is that (Continued on Page 75) 
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Tomato Aspie Salad 











Summer Luncheon Salad 


: Soften 3 tbsps. gelatin in 1 cup cold water. Add 3 cups hot pine- 

| apple juice, % tsp. salt, 1 tbsp. lemon juice, stir until dissolved. 

Arrange 3% slices pineapple, maraschino cherries in form of 

ign. Add half the gelatin mixture. Chill. Arrange 344 more 

es pineapple and cherries and add remaining gelatin. Chill until 

Combine 2 cups cooked diced chicken, % tsp. salt, 1 tsp. 

lery salt, 44 tsp. pepper, % cup chopped almonds, % cup diced 

| apples and % cup mayonnaise. Hollow out six 1 inch apple rings 

aving % inch border. Fill apple rings with chicken. Unmold 
latin on tray. Arrange apple rings with chicken salad. 


Heat 1 cup tomato juice to boiling. Add % tsp. salt, 44 cup diced celery, few grains cayenne 
and 1 clove garlic. Boil for 10 minutes. Strain and add to 2 tsp. unflavored gelatin that has 
been softened with 2 tbsps. cold water. Add 1% tsps. vinegar and pour into mold that has 
been rinsed with cold water. Chill about 2 hours. To make cottage cheese mixture, soften 
® tsp. gelatin in %4 cup cold water. Add % cup boiling water and stir until dissolved. Put 
2 cups cottage cheese through coarse strainer. Blend cheese with 1 cup milk and 4% cup mayon- jn 3 or 4 slices. Mash two 3 oz. packages of 
iaise. Add 2 tbsps. lemon juice, % tsp. salt, 4% tbsp. grated onion, 2 tbsps. finely chopped cream cheese with fork and blend in 114 thsps. 
green pepper, % cup chopped cucumber and cooled gelatin. Let chill until slightly thickened. 

Pour on top of aspic that has been chilled for 2 hours and allow to set 3 hours longer. 






Colorful Orange 


Peel 6 medium oranges and cut each orange 


Cool Salads 


Gan have grown in importance in today’s modern, 

well-planned menus. The old occasional once-in-a-while 
idea of serving salads has gone, and now they are a must 
from appetizers right down to the main course. Their appe- 
tizing crispness contrasts with soft foods. They often 
complement other foods in flavor and are full of health- 
giving minerals and vitamins. 

Housewives today know that one of the most popular 
varieties of salads for summertime entertaining and meal 
planning is the molded gelatin or aspic salad. Crisp vege- 
tables or fruits added to gelatin make a beautiful salad of 
a consistency which many people prefer. Such vegetables 
as tomatoes, corn and green peppers give color and texture 
which is most appealing. 

There is nothing that whets the appetite on a hot summer 
day as much as a jellied salad. Its appearance is cool and 
colorful and it is most satisfying to the palate. 

Gelatin salads have been the vogue in meals for many 
years, even in the days when homemakers made their own 
gelatin by boiling a calf’s foot, and going through the long 
process of straining and home refining the jelly before it 
was ready to use. The product was then sold as high as $18 
per pound, and the purchase was limited to a select few who 
could afford it. The modern processes of making gelatin 
make it available to everyone for a few cents. 

In making salads, remember these pointers: 

@ The most attractive salads are remarkable for their 
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Pyramid Salad 


onion juice. Spread cheese mixture between 
orange slices. Top with a sprig of watercress 
and place in lettuce cups. 


For Hot Days 


simplicity, and they should taste as good as they look. 

@ Ingredients should be uniform in size, and large enough 
to retain their identity. 

@ Always have salad greens fresh, crisp and clean. Both 
greens and other salad ingredients need thorough chilling. 

@ There will be more appetite appeal if the arrangement 
of aspic salad is well planned and a pattern followed. 

@ Pay strict attention to molding and mixing directions. 
Jellied salads are not flexible to the old housewife’s trick 
(throwing in a little bit of this and a little bit of that). 

With the use of gelatin, homemakers can turn odds and 
ends of meat, fruit and vegetable leftovers into thrifty appe- 
tizing molded treats. 

So that a molded salad will come out in one piece, place 
the platter or dish on which the salad is to be served on top 
of the mold, turned face down. Placing the thumbs at the 
edge of the mold, and the fingers under the serving platter, 
turn the mold upside down. Once you have inverted the 
mold, let it stand a few seconds. Soak a dish towel in hot 
water, wring it out a little, and place it around the mold. 
Leave it on the mold a few seconds. Remove the cloth, and 
tap lightly on the bottom and sides of the mold. Now try 
to lift the mold slightly. If the aspic still seems to cling to 
the mold, repeat the hot towel treatment. Once the salad 
is unmolded and seems to be melting a little on the top or 
sides due to the heat applied to it with the towel, replace 
it a few minutes in the refrigerator before garnishing. 


Dip 6 peach halves, 6 apricot halves, 6 pear halves into a small amount of red coloring and 
combine 12 strawberries, 3 bunches green grapes, 3 bunches red or blue grapes and 4 sprigs mint. 
Soak 2 tbsps. gelatin in %4 cup cold water and dissolve in boiling water which has been boiled 
for 5 minutes with 2 lemon skins and 4 cloves. Add % cup sugar and % cup lemon juice to 
gelatin mixture. Strain. Pour % inch of gelatin mixture in bottom of bowl and chill until firm. 
Dip fruits in gelatin and arrange attractively, rounded side out around bottom of bowl. Cool 
gelatin mixture until syrupy and add fruit. Chill and continue to fill bowl. Chill until firm. 
Unmold. Garnish with romaine leaves filled with mayonnaise and strawberries or any other 
berries in season. Serves 8 to 10. 





Bowl 0” Fruit Salad 
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Bologna *Tater Salad 
Mix together 5 cups cooked diced cold potatoes with 4% cup Best 
Food’s mayonnaise, | tsp. salt, % cup finely minced parsley, 1 tsp. 
paprika, 1% tsp. celery seed, 1 small grated onion and 4 tsp. pepper. 
Line 9%x5x3-inch loaf pan with waxed paper. Press potato salad 
against bottom and sides of pan tightly. Place 8% inch whole 
skinned bologna in loaf pan. Pack remaining potato salad around 
bologna. Chill over night if possible. Unmold onto a bed of crisp 
green romaine or garden lettuce. Garnish top: of salad with slices 
of radishes. Place slices of tomato and chilled bread and butter 

pickles around platter. Makes 6 servings. 
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HAIR 


Basic Styles 
In Hair-Dos 


ror THE summer months, hair stylists are advocating 
longer hair, but the lines move upward. The “young 
ok” in coiffures with the off-the-neck effect seems to be 
one of the most popular styles, and certainly one of the 
nost cooling and in keeping with crisp summer cottons for 
acation time. 

A new trend of the romantic pompadour for special occa- 
ions and evening wear is becoming popular again. The 
p-sweep, which does such a flattering job to the majority 
f women, has a place once again in many smart styles with 





jumerous variations, For bu. 
Close curls, framing the face in upward motions with curl wi 
an 


light off-the-face effects, and styles that accentuate deep 
vaves starting at the base of the neck and breaking into 
ft loose curls are popular. The basic new silhouette with 

s plain, uncluttered variations for hot weather and sum- 

ier wardrobes will be favored. 

These simple new, workable styles can be made sophisti- 
ited and elaborate for evening wear and parties with rib- 
ons, flowers, brilliants, veils and popular chignons added, 
raided or plain. 

In hair fashions, the younger generation is not to be over- 
oked. The summer trend in styles offers the soft-curled 
mpadour, worn sleek from the face, tied back in bunches 
f curls high above the neck for coolness. 

Mrs. Marjorie Stewart Joyner, popular Chicago hair stylist 
and winner of numerous trophies, has fashioned on these 
pages five basic styles for all lengths of hair which can be 

ymbed into any number of clever coiffures. For these hair 
tyles it is necessary to have a deft hair cut. Hair-cutting For sportswear, this cold curl swirl has simple sculptured lines, 
nd reshaping should definitely be done by a professional if is adaptable to any face and easy to wear and can be styled into 
he best and smartest styles are to be achieved. the new upward trend for evening. 
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Hairdressing expert Marjorie Stewart Joyner shows one of Typical “party style” hair dress for the little miss is shown by 
umerous trophies she has won to student. She heads Chicago’s Mary Ann Fook. Bangs are made into soft bunch curls and Old 7 
Madame Walker College of Beauty Culture. back curls are caught up with small ribbon bows at each side. new | 


curl 














For business and after five, this soft easy 
curl with slight one-sided sweep is cool 
and neat, easy to comb and style. 


All-around fluff coiffure with tiny front dip 
isin keeping with the fashion of hair styl. 
ing off the neck. 
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Old “page boy” hair style is given the 


“new look” for summer comfort with soft 
curls and a slightly curved side bang. 
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The 
Letter 


(Continued from Page 33) 

money was an unnecessary evil, something 
that was not half as important as the re- 
sults of one of his smelly old chemistry 
experiments. He was a true scientist; in 
many ways he was like his former teacher, 
Dr. George Washington Carver. It was 
only because I insisted on it that he finally 
asked for a decent raise in salary after 
being made head of the department. The 
promotion, which meant a chance to do 
more research, and the acceptance of the 
text book he had written were reward 
enough for him. 

Then came the offer from a big commer- 
cial firm which had heard of Dad’s work. 
bringing into the open our clashing views 
on money and security. I waited breath- 
lessly while he opened the important look- 
ing letter that had arrived that morning. 
He read it, gave a half-amused grunt and 
handed it to me. The first thing I saw was 
the salary mentioned, more than twice what 
Dunbar College was paying him. 

“Oh, Dad, it’s wonderful!” 1 exclaimed. 
“After all these years your work has final- 
ly been recognized.” 

He settled back in his favorite chair and 
pulled out his pipe. “Yes, Edna, and I 
must admit it gives me a certain satisfac- 
tion.” 

Something in his voice disturbed me. 
“Of course you’re going to take it,” I de- 
clared rather than asked. 

Dad took a few meditative puffs before 
speaking, staring off into space. “I only 
wish I could, honey.” 

“But you can!” I smiled to hide the 
panic in my heart. “All you have to do, 
darling, is send them a wire saying ‘I ac- 
cept, Professor J. B. Winters.’ That’s easy 
enough, isn’t it?” 

He shook his head slowly. 
I can’t do that, Edna.” 

I went over and sat on the floor at his 
feet and laid my head on his knees. 
“Please, Dad?” 

A shadow crossed his thin face. He took 
off his horn-rimmed glasses and rubbed his 
eyes with thumb and forefinger. “Don’t 
make it harder for me, Edna,” he pleaded. 
He patted my head fondly. “I can’t leave 
Dunbar now. Not after I finally got them 
to agree to reorganize the department, not 
while my experiments are going so well. 
Then too, young Hilton is counting on me 
to help him prepare for his degree.” 

“And what about me?” I demanded bit- 
terly. “You’re concerned about everybody 
except your own family. I don’t under- 
stand it, Dad,” I told him, angrily brushing 
away the tears of disappointment. I stood 
up and faced him with my hands on my 
hips. 


“I’m afraid 





“All my life I’ve had to take a back seat 
for your scientific work. I tried to tell my- 
self that you were making important con- 
tributions to the world, even when I saw 
my schoolmates enjoying things I could 
never afford.” 

As I talked, my disappointment gave 
way to anger and | raked up all the in- 
justices I’d suffered in the past. Dad 
winced as my resentment lashed him and 
held up an unsteady hand. “I’m sorry, 
Edna,” he said sadly. “My mind’s made 
up. I’ve got to think of my work.” 

“A lot of good that did Mother!” I 
snapped. 

Immediately I regretted the unkind cut, 
‘but I was too upset to apologize as Dad 
stared at me for a moment, a hurt look in 
his eyes, then slowly got to his feet and 
walked into his study, closing the door 
behind him. I ran out of the house, across 
the deserted campus to the chapel, where 
I slipped into a seat in a corner and broke 
into uncontrollable sobs. 

Eventually, Dad and I made up and al- 
though I was truly sorry for the cruel 
things I’d said, I had by no means given 
up hope that somehow I could persuade 
Dad to leave the college. I had no way of 
being sure that the industrial firm would 
holds its offer open, but in view of Dad’s 
reputation as a researcher I felt they would 
take him on even after the deadline. 


‘THE KEY FIGURE in the plan I worked 

out was Ted Hilton, Dad’s protege. If 
I could enlist him on my side, Dad might 
listen to reason. Ted was a senior, and 
since I had just returned from the girls’ 
school where Dad had sent me after Moth- 
er passed away, I didn’t know him per- 
sonally. I refused to go near the chem- 
istry building where Dad spent so much 
of his time and where Ted worked as his 
assistant. 

Ted had an athletic scholarship and | 
vaguely remembered a hulking figure who 
punched gaping holes in the opposing line 
during a Thanksgiving Day football game 
the year before. So once my plan was 
formulated, I went to work on it. 

Donning my best skirt and sweater, I 
gave my hair a final pat and headed for 
the two-story, ivy-covered chemistry build- 
ing. I sneaked past Dad’s ground floor 
office, through the dim, odorous corridors 
to a laboratory where I saw a tall, white- 
jacketed figure bent over a tray of test 
tubes. The young man shot me a glance, 
then went back to his work. “Professor 
Winters’ office is downstairs,” he said. 

“Yes, I know.” 

He looked up again, but this time seemed 
to really see me for the first time. “I’m 
sorry, but students aren’t allowed in here.” 

“I promise I won’t get in your way,” I 
told him. “I won’t even ask silly questions.” 

He gave me a friendly smile. “There’s 
nothing personal about it,” he explained. 
“Just department rules. As far as I’m con- 
cerned, you’re welcome. I can use some 
inspiration.” 


I raised my eyebrows. “You think | 
can inspire you?” 

He hesitated a moment, then said, “Take 
a look around the lab. I'll be through run. 
ning this solution in a couple of minutes,” 

I wandered around between the benches 
and shelves filled with bottles and jars of 
chemicals, all the time stealing glances at 
the handsome young chemist. Ted’s brow 
was wrinkled in deep concentration as he 
measured and weighed and jotted figures 
down on a small pad. At close range he 
appeared even bigger than he had on the 
football field with his helmet and shoulder 
pads, and the stained jacket he wore fairly 
bulged at the seams. Every now and then 
he’d stick out his jaw and scratch his head 
like a little boy puzzling over an algebra 
problem. It was easy to see why Ted Hil. 
ton was not only Dunbar College’s football 
hero, but the most popular man on campus 
as well. 

At last I heard him shove back his stool 
and let out a big sigh of relief. “Fin. 
ished?” I asked, going over to where he 
was washing and putting away the equip. 
ment. 

He nodded. “And everything checks, 
too. The Old Man will be tickled pink.” 
Then he told me something about the work 
he was helping Dad do in synthetic vita- 
mins and for the first time I realized just 
how important Dad’s research was. But 
I was even more interested in his unex- 
pectedly good-looking assistant. 

“By the way, my name is Ted Hilton.” 

“IT know. I saw you win the game 
against Morgan.” 

“Well, there were ten other fellows on 
the team,” he said modestly. “So I did 
have some help.” 

“To tell the truth, you looked more at 
home on the football field than you do in 
this stuffy old lab,” I remarked. 

He laughed good-naturedly. “To tell you 
the truth, I hate football. It just happens 
to be the one thing I can do well enough to 
pay my way through school. I—I want to 
be like the Old Man,” he added softly. 

The reverence in his voice whenever he 
mentioned Dad gave me an uneasy feeling. 
Had I picked the wrong accomplice for my 
scheme? But when I saw the appreciative 
looks he cast my way I felt better about 
being able to get him to see things my way 
and perhaps influence Dad. 

Just then Dad entered the lab. “How's 
the work going, Ted?” he asked, then see- 
ing me, “Edna! What in the world—why, 
this is the last place I’d expect to find 
you.” 

Ted stood there looking from Dad to me. 
“I explained that students weren’t allowed 
here, sir,” he stammered. 

“This is no student,” said Dad, putting 
an arm around my shoulder. “Ted, this is 
my daughter Edna.” 

“But—but you always said she was 4 
little girl and I thought—” 

“I guess it’s hard for me to realize that 
she’s a grownup young lady now,” Dad 
told him. He peered closely at Ted and 
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me. “At any rate,” he said to his assist- 
ant, “now that you two have finally met, 
| suppose I’ll have you under foot not only 
here at the lab, but at home, too!” 

Dad was right. Ted found plenty of ex- 
cuses to drop in at our cottage on Facul- 
ty Row, just off the campus. There were 
books he wanted to borrow, and then he 
had to return them, and soon he was spend- 
ing all his free evenings at our house. 

One evening Dad returned from a faculty 
meeting to find Ted in his study poring over 
one of his technical books. “You can’t fool 
me, young man,” Dad growled. “This sud- 
den interest in my library is a big fake. 
Get on into the parlor with Edna. That’s 
where you want to be, isn’t it?” 

Grinning sheepishly, Ted came over to 
the couch where I sat looking into the fire- 
place. “Your father’s right,” he admitted, 
sitting down beside me. 

“Don’t tell me that ‘Iron Man’ Hilton of 
football fame needs an excuse to visit a 
girl,” I chided. “Why any co-ed at Dun- 
bar would practically swoon at a smile 
from you!” 

“Laugh if you want to.” Ted frowned, 
“but I am a little afraid of you. Somehow, 
you're different—more of a woman, than 
these girls at Dunbar.” 

“['m sorry I frighten you. You make 
me sound like an ugly old hag.” 

He’shook his head and smiled. “You’re 
not that, and you know it. I think you’re 
the loveliest person I know.” 

I waited breathlessly for him to con- 
tinue, but he was strangely silent. We 
both stared into the flames that flickered 
around the big log in the fireplace and I 
was about to say something trite, like “A 
penny for your thoughts,” when he sud- 
denly took my hand and swung around 
to face me. 

“Edna—I’ve got to tell you. The foot- 
ball season starts soon and I won’t be see- 
ing you very often. But I will be thinking 
about you,” he added softly. 

‘T'm glad, Ted. Ill miss your visits, 
even though you did spend more time with 
those musty old books than with me.” 

“That was because I wasn’t sure how you 
felt,” he explained. “I still don’t know. 
But I do know that you’re the only one in 
the world for me.” 

I leaned my head back and murmured 
softly, “What are you trying to tell me, 
Ted?” 

“That I love you!” 

There was a breathless moment of an- 
ticipation, then our lips met in a long, 
tapturous kiss. Finally he pulled away, 
leaving me shaken with a powerful emo- 
tion that was new and exciting to me. 
“Darling,” he breathed, “for you I'll try 
to be as great as your father is!” 

But all I could think of was the strange 
awakening his kiss had stirred within me 
and my arms fairly ached to hold him 
again. Even the purpose of my little 
scheme was forgotten and I didn’t even 
give a second thought to his reference to 
Dad. No longer was he someone to be 


used in accomplishing my plan. He was 
a man whose kiss had conjured up all sorts 
of visions of a world of romance I never 
knew existed. 

I closed his lips with my own and felt 
my newly aroused emotions taste the de- 
lights of love. I returned his embraces 
with kisses that promised all and demanded 
nothing except love in return. . . 


N THE DAYS that followed, the few 

times I saw Ted was when he was plung- 
ing down the field for a touchdown or 
otherwise making spectacular plays that 
soon became headline news. The day be- 
fore the big game with Tuskegee I man- 
aged to catch Ted between classes in the 
student lounge. “Hi, glamour boy!” I 
called out to him. 

He tossed his books on a table and 
rushed over to me. “Let me look at you,” 
he commanded. “After looking at that 
squad of unshaven roughnecks, you’re a 
vision of loveliness!” 

“I’ve been seeing you,” I countered. 
“and so have a lot of other people—includ- 
ing sports writers. They love you, Ted!” 

“But do you? That’s the question before 
the house.” 

“You know I do, darling,” I said, wish- 
ing [ dared prove it right then and there. 

“Then how about a kiss?” 

I glanced around the room. “Not here, 
darling. The dean of students has ruled 
the lounge is not the proper place for 
necking.” 

“Then let them suspend me!” he de- 
clared, pulling me to him. “I’m tired of 
playing football, anyway.” 

“How you talk!” Realizing he was seri- 
ous, I gave him a quick kiss, hoping it 
would go unnoticed in the hustle and bus- 
tle of activity around us. “Now how about 
being serious?” I scolded. 

He flashed a satisfied grin and said. “I’m 
listening.” 

“There’s a rumor that a scout for some 
professional team will be at tomorrow’s 
game,” I said. 

A frown crossed his face. “Seems I did 
hear something like that. Why?” 

“Oh, Ted, don’t you see? Suppose you 
got a chance to get on some pro team! We 
could get married and—” I hesitated. “Or 
maybe you've. got other plans for the fu- 
ture.” 

“As far as you’re concerned, honey, there 
never was any doubt,” he said tenderly. 
“We'll get married the day I graduate! As 
for the other, let’s wait until it happens, 
shall we?” 

Far from satisfied, I let him return to 
class, wondering as he walked away just 
how determined he was to be a chemist. 
Whatever happened, I realized that I had 
to break through his worshipful attitude 
towards Dad. I couldn’t bear the thought 
of Ted’s being stuck away in Dunbar Col- 
lege if he had a chance to win fame and 
money as a pro football star. 

As it happened, there was a scout at the 
Dunbar-Tuskegee game and he saw Ted 


play the most brilliant game of his college 
career. But nothing happened right away 
and when the season ended, Ted and I were 
able to be together again. Meanwhile, 
some other Negro chemist from the West 
Coast had accepted the job Dad had turned 
down and there was no point in trying to 
carry through my plan. 

That had long since ceased to be my ex- 
cuse for seeing Ted. I loved him with all 
my heart and when we were finally mar- 
ried I forgot my fears for the future. The 
ceremony was held in the college chapel - 
the same afternoon of Ted’s graduation, 
and he was such a handsome groom and 
I was so much in love that there wasn’t 
the slightest reservation in my heart when 
1 vowed to take him for my husband “for 
better or for worse; for richer or 
poorer .. .” 

Married life was wonderful. We rented 
one of the vacant faculty houses for the 
summer and Ted taught chemistry and 
math during the summer session. We spent 
the weekends in the country, sometimes 
taking Dad with us, and life was one beau- 
tiful holiday. But as the summer faded, 
my restlessness increased. I thought I 
saw Ted falling into the same rut of un- 
ceasing study and long hours of work that 
Dad had followed for so many years. Then 
came the pro football offer and the whole 
issue was tossed out into the open. It was 
an accident that I learned about it at all. 
Ted and I were visiting Rocky Gordon and 
his wife, Mae, who lived across the drive- 
way. Rocky was head of the athletic de- 
partment and Ted’s former coach and we 
often went over to play cards or just talk. 
On this particular evening, we had grown 
tired of bridge so Mae and I went into her 
kitchen to prepare a snack, leaving Ted 
and Rocky smoking their pipes on the front 
porch. 

I liked Mae, a tiny, birdlike woman who 
looked like a school girl beside her big, 
beefy husband. And I envied her, too. 
We had become good friends and I learned 
what I had always suspected—that Dun- 
bar College paid its football coach more 
than it did its scientists. But as Mae 
pointed out, the alumni insisted on winning 
teams for their alma mater and it was the 
practice of all colleges and universities to 
pay top-flight salaries to top-flight coaches 
who produced championship teams. Also, 
she told me, the enrollment of new students 
was always highest at schools famous for 
their athletics. 

Mae handed me four cans of beer from 
the refrigerator and I went to work on 
them. “Well, has Ted made up his mind 
yet?” she asked me as she got down the 
plates and began dishing up the potato 
salad. “Rocky says it’s a darn good offer, 
but of course he’d never try to influence 
Ted one way or another.” 

I held my breath and concentrated on 
the shiny round tops of the beer cans. “Of 
course, you mean the—” I began slowly, 
then stopped, hoping to lead her on. My 
little trick worked, for she chattered on, 
oblivious to my ignorance. 
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“Sure, the contract the scout for the 
Cleveland team brought down here with 
him—be careful of that can opener, honey, 
it’s a dangerous weapon—anyway, as I was 
telling Rocky just yesterday, even if you 
were born here at Dunbar, $10,000 a sea- 
son is enough to—” 

She glanced up and saw the shocked, 
unbelieving expression on my face. The 
big mixing spoon clattered from her hand. 
“Did I say something?” she asked nervous- 
ly. “Honest, Edna, I didn’t mean to—well, 
that’s me,” she said disgustedly, “Always 
talking out of turn!” 

“Tt’s nothing, Mae. Really.” Savagely 
| jabbed the can opener into one of the 
cans, then jumped back as the point grazed 
my finger. “I think—tell Ted I’ve gone 
home,” I said, then hurried out the kitchen 
door and ran home. 


Y THE TIME Ted came home a few 

minutes later, I had calmed down 
enough to get a good grip on myself. It 
would be useless, I knew, to launch into a 
bitter tirade because he hadn’t told me 
about the offer. Perhaps, it had slipped 
his mind. The least I could do would be 
to give him a chance to explain. Yet, in 
my heart, I knew why Ted hadn’t men- 
tioned the contract. He had no intention 
of giving up his career as a chemist; he 
still hated football. 

The screen door slammed behind him as 
he stomped into the house and I knew he 
would take the offensive. I lay back on the 
bed and waited for him. “So now you 
know!” he said belligerently. He folded 
his arms and stood glaring down at me. 
“I’ve made my decision and nothing you 
can say will change it.” 

I folded one arm across my eyes and 
smiled weakly. “Why should I try to 
change things, Ted?” I murmured. “A 
wife has no right to interfere with her 
husband’s career.” 

My meekness threw him off stride. 
“Well, you don’t have to be so self-sacri- 
ficing about it!” he shouted. “You know 
darn well you’d be happy if I signed that 
contract.” 

I raised myself to one elbow and gave 
him a tender smile. “It makes no differ- 
ence what I think—now,” I told him. “Be- 
lieve me, darling, I’m only thinking of the 
baby we—” I saw Ted’s jaw drop in as- 
tonishment and something warned me not 
to say more. 

“You mean—? Oh, Edna, honey, I’m a 
blind fool!” he cried. He dropped to his 
knees beside the bed and buried his face 
on my shoulder. 

Panic swept over me. 
don’t understand. I—” 

“Maybe I didn’t understand, but I do 
now,” he said joyfully. “Can you ever for- 
give me for being such a dope? Our son’s 
got to have security—and don’t you dare 
remind me it might be a girl!” he laughed. 
“He'll have to have toys, and’a pony and 
all the things I never had. That takes 
money, but I know where to get it!” 

I tried to speak, but the joy in his eyes, 
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“But, Ted, you 


the utter happiness in his voice halted my 
tongue. And as our lips met in a passion- 
ate kiss, I soon forgot that I owed it to 
Ted to explain my statement about the 
baby, for all I meant to say was “the baby 
we might have some day.” 

Although I resolved to straighten things 
out the very next day, when the time came, 
I lacked the courage. And as time passed, 
it became harder and harder to find the 
right words. I kept telling myself that 
I hadn’t deliberately lied to Ted, but ali 
the time I knew that he believed a baby 
was on the way right then. 

A few days later, while Ted was in Cleve- 
land for the closing of his deal with the 
team, Dad dropped in for supper. Neither 
Ted nor I had told him about the change 
in Ted’s plans because we knew how much 
Dad counted on having Ted with him the 
next year. After a pleasant meal, as he 
was leaving, Dad pulled out a large en- 
velope from his pocket. 

“By the way, Edna,” he told me, “Some 
time ago the research society asked me to 
write a recommendation for Ted. Talk 
about absent-minded professors! I al- 
most forgot about it and it must be mailed 
by tomorrow midnight, Will you mail it 
when you drive into the city tomorrow?” 

My hand trembled as I took the envelope 
and my mind was preoccupied as I kissed 
Dad goodnight. I remembered hearing 
Ted mention the fellowships given by the 
chemical research society and I knew he 
had his heart set on winning the $3,000 
grant to continue his studies. I spent a 
restless night trying to decide whether or 
not to mail it. If Dad’s letter helped Ted 
get the award, nothing on earth could keep 
him from accepting. But if the letter did 
not get there on time. . . 

The next evening I drove into the city 
and the hour of decision was at hand. But 
still I hesitated as I gripped the letter in 
my hand, paralyzed with terror and unable 
to make up my mind. I trembled as I 
walked up and down in the darkness, 
haunted on the one hand by the knowledge 
of my future life as a college professor’s 
wife and on the other by fear of losing 
Ted if he should discover that I had de- 
liberately not mailed Dad’s letter. 

Finally I knew I had to act and suddenly 
jammed the letter into my purse and hur- 
ried in a nearby movie house. 

To this day, I don’t know what the pic- 
ture was about. It was all I could do to 
concentrate on the screen and keep my eyes 
from the illuminated clock on one wall. 
After what seemed to be an eternity, a 
furtive glance showed me that the hands 
had finally reached midnight, the hour of 
the last collection, and I got up and left. 
Slowly, I walked back to the postoffice and 
breathed a sigh of relief as the envelope 
slipped out of my sweaty fingers into the 
ae 


TEP AND I moved to Cleveland, taking 

a cute little apartment that was much 
too expensive. “Nothing’s too good for my 
family!” Ted declared. But although he 


lived up to advance notices, sparking the 
Cleveland team for a record number 
of victories, neither one of us was really 
happy. Dad still hadn’t gotten over Ted’s 
sudden switch and refused to write to us, 
but Ted kept up with every advance made 
in his field. 

For my part, I found that being the wife 
of a pro football player was not all peaches 
and cream. Ted was away more than he 
was at home, and during the long, lonely 
hours I was forced to spend, my thoughts 
kept drifting back to my deception. I saw 
now that it was heartless and cruel. Every 
now and then Ted would drop a broad hint 
about the coming blessed event and it tore 
my heart to have to continue living a lie, 

As the season wore on, I noticed a 
change in Ted. I saw less and less of him, 
even when the team was in town. At first, 
he was always going out “with the boys,” 
but soon he didn’t even bother to give a 
reason. Also, he began to make little re. 
marks like, “Too bad you can’t come along. 
But the baby, you know.” I didn’t like the 
way he said it, and being unable to snap 
back made me even more furious. 

I'll never forget the day of the champion. 
ship game. I hadn’t seen Ted for two 
weeks and he was staying at the hotel with 
the rest of the team until after the in. 
portant game. Thoroughly miserable and 
lonely, I decided to watch the game—the 
first time I was to see Ted play as a pro, 
because obviously, a pregnant woman can’t 
risk being out in a raucous football crowd. 

But the walls of our apartment had be- 
come a prison for me and I decided to go 
to the game. I wanted to wish Ted good 
luck, so I went to the locker room under 
the grandstand and caught the coach en- 
tering the room. “Please make it short 
and sweet, Mrs. Hilton,” he asked, after | 
told him why I was there. “I don’t mind 
telling you that this game—and the flag— 
depends on your husband.” 

A short time later, Ted clattered out, the 
cleats on his shoes making him walk awk- 
wardly on the cement floor. He seemed 
bigger than ever in his uniform, but I was 
shocked when I saw his haggard, unshav- 
en face. His jaw was set and his eyes 
were hard. “Thanks, we'll need all the 
luck we can get,” he said after my stam- 
mering little speech. 

“Well, I guess I'll get to my seat,” | 
murmured, breaking a tense silence. 

“By the way,” Ted said casually, “Dr. 
Gainer was at the Chicago game the other 
day.” 

“Dr. 
familiar. 

“He’s one of the officials of the chemical 
research society,” Ted explained, and his 
voice was icy. “Yeah, he told me some- 
thing very interesting. It seems I had an 
award—almost!” 

“Ted—darling, I—” 

“Unfortunately, Dad’s letter of recom- 
mendation got there too late. Of course, 
you know nothing about that!” his voice 
fairly dripped with sarcasm. “I guess Dad 

(Continued on Page 81) 
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“But did you love him, Ma?” I insisted. 

Her face grew serious again. “Wasn’t 
like those mushy films you see when you 
go to the show in Topeka,” she admitted, 
“but we’ve still got each other after all 
these years, which is more than can be 
said about some of those movie stars!” 

We were sitting on the porch, out of the 
fading sunshine, and down the road we 
could see Pa and the boys trudging home 
for supper. About a mile in back of them, 
the tall silo on Jeb Evans’ farm gleamed 
white in the sun’s final rays. Ma noticed 
the direction of my glance. “Jeb’s a right 
nice fellow,” she remarked. “Puts me in 
mind of your pa in his younger days.” 

In her unassuming way, Ma was letting 
me know that Jeb had her approval to 
come courting. The trouble was Jeb was 
as slow and deliberate in his courting as 
he was in other things. We’d known each 
other since we were kids. He was some 10 
years older than I, now that I’d passed my 
18th birthday and it was the customary 
time to start thinking about getting 
married. 

Jeb had out-bid all the other fellows and 
bought the box I'd prepared at the church 
box supper the week before, the first ink- 
ling I had of his interest in me. He had 
asked to see me home afterwards and I 
had consented. As he escorted me to the 
new Ford pickup truck he was driving I 
could see the envious glances of the other 
girls at the social. 

Tall and lean, Jeb had the rugged hand- 
some look of a man who had spent his life 
in the out of doors. His jaw was set at a 
determined angle that gave his face a de- 
ceptive maturity and grimness, broken only 
now and then by a shy, boyish smile that 
was a fleeting glimpse of the warm friend- 
liness hidden behind the wall of reserve 
he’d built around himself. 

It was this inner quality of Jeb’s that 
had attracted me on his return from agri- 
cultural school almost a year ago. The 
night of the box supper, he had driven past 
the farm where he lived with his widowed 
mother. I still remember how peaceful and 
quiet it was when he pulled to the side of 
the road and shut off the motor of the 
truck. Only the sound of crickets and the 
croaking of frogs in the distance floated to 
us through the night. The whole scene was 
drenched in moonlight, giving even com- 
monplace objects in the farmyard an aura 
of silver magic. Finally, Jeb broke the 
silence. “I suppose you'll be leaving soon,” 
he said hesitantly. “I'll hate to see you go, 
Angie.” 

“You will, Jeb?” I hadn’t yet been told 
that Pa had changed his mind about let- 


ting me go and suddenly I was glad that 
Jeb would miss me while I was away. 

He puffed meditatively on his pipe. “It’s 
a funny thing, but while I was away to 
school I did a lot of thinking about you, 
Angie—and about me. It seemed I 
couldn’t get back here quick enough to say 
all the things I wanted to say.” 

“You’re back home now,” I suggested. 

He gave me a fleeting smile. “Yes, just 
when you’re about to leave.” 

“Maybe—maybe I want to hear those 
things now, Jeb, before I go. Then maybe 
I'd have something to remember.” 

“T don’t kid myself that you’ll do very 
much thinking about—about things back 
here. You'll meet lots of new friends,” Jeb 
said. “Those college fellows don’t give a 
pretty girl like you much chance to be 
lonely.” 

“Yet, you say you remembered me,” I 
reminded him. 

“T did, only—vwell, not like you are now.” 
He seemed to be fumbling for the right 
words. “I remembered you as a little pig- 
tailed brat who used to tag along every 
time your brothers and I tried to sneak off 
by ourselves. With those long legs of yours, 
you reminded me of a colt that’d just been 
foaled,” he chuckled. 

I pretended to be angry. “So I’m just a 
horse-faced brat to you?” I demanded. 

Jeb was flustered. “Honest, Angie, I 
didn’t mean it that way. Why, gosh! When 
I came back home and saw how grown up 
you were—how sweet and _ beautiful, 
and—” 


Gently, he put his arm around me and 
my heart pounded furiously as he drew me 
close. “What I’m trying to say is that I 
love you,” he murmured in a husky voice. 
“Dear, sweet Angie—” His kiss lingered 
on my lips and the lilting song of some 
lonely night bird echoed the melody that 
welled up in my heart. 


pas REFUSAL to send me away to 
school was a big disappointment but 
Jeb’s sympathy and understanding helped 


soothe away some of the bitterness I felt at - 


first. He was glad I wasn’t leaving, but at 
the same time I felt he was genuinely sorry 
that my dream of leaving the farm for a 
while would not come true now. It seemed 
he took extra pains to be gentle and affec- 
tionate after that and my love grew and 
blossomed like a flower in the warmth of 
the summer sun. 

Our engagement lasted almost a year 
and although I was positive I loved Jeb 
with all my heart I found myself longing 
for the spine-tingling, pulsating moments 
that are supposed to be a part of every 
romance. I wanted to recapture some of 
the thrill of that night when Jeb first con- 
fessed his love. 

But once I'd agreed to marry him, Jeb 
seemed to draw a curtain over his emotions 
and we spent all our time together plan- 
ning for the future. We figured out just 
what crops we’d made, what new imple- 
ments we'd buy first, and how much live- 
stock we could afford to invest in. And 
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even after our wedding that June; Jeb 
would spend the time after supper poring 
over some agricultural book or sketching 
plans to remodel the house. 

One evening I was so exasperated with 
the monotonous routine of our lives, I 
stacked the dishes in the sink and flung 
my apron into a corner. Stopping in the 
bedroom, I took off the dust cap I was 
wearing and shook out my hair, brushing 
it into a lustrous sheen. Then I got out 
my rarely-used cosmetics and carefully 
made up my face. A glance into the mir- 
ror did wonders in restoring some of my 
pride. 

“Finished already?” Jeb asked without 
looking up as I entered the parlor where 
he was working at the table he used for 
a desk. 

“T decided to do the dishes in the morn- 
ing,” I told him. 

He glanced up, grunted in surprise, then 
twisted around to get a better look at me. 
“Going down to see your folks?” 

I shook my head and went over and sat 
beside him. 

“Well, you’re all decked out for some- 
thing, or somebody!” 

“Somebody important, too,” I agreed. 
“My husband.” 

Jeb chuckled and gave me a quick kiss 
on the cheek. “What’re you working on?” 
I asked, picking up the piece of paper with 
his notes and sketches. 

“Just an idea for making a bedroom out 
of that storeroom off the kitchen.” 

“Another bedroom?” 

“Not exactly. Sort of a nursery so when 
the baby comes he’ll be—” 

“Why do you always say ‘he,’ darling? 
After all, there’s a fifty-fifty chance it'll be 
a girl,’ I reminded him. 

Jeb’s eyes twinkled. “It'll be a boy. I’ve 
got a hunch,” he said confidently. 

“I'll do my best, darling,” I whispered. 

He stood up suddenly, and ignoring my 
laughing protests, carried me upstairs. 


THE SUN followed the moon across the 

Kansas plains in unending succession, 
days of hard work and nights of exhausted 
sleep. And when we knew definitely that 
the baby was on its way, Jeb worked even 
harder, put in longer hours. At night he’d 
drag himself to bed and I was lonelier than 
ever while carrying the baby. Yet, Jeb was 
doing it all for our baby—his son—so I 
bore my misery in silence. 

One morning, near the end of my term, 
Jeb announced at breakfast that our milch 
cow was about to drop a calf. But impor- 
tant as the animal was as the seurce of our 
milk and cream, I found it hard to get 
excited over her “delicate” condition. A 
glance at my own distended stomach 
brought up a wave of pity, but it was all 
for myself. I had none to spare for Bossy. 
However, like all the other real or imagined 
slights and hurts I'd suffered, I kept it 
locked in my heart where it added to the 
resentment that grew like a cancer. 

By resting frequently I managed to get 
through my day’s chores, but by supper- 
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time I was so weak I could barely stagger 
into the bedroom. The first pain knifed 
through me just as I reached the bed and 
I collapsed on it. After the first piercing 
scream that escaped my lips, I realized that 
Jeb was no doubt too far from the house 
to hear me. So I gritted my teeth and 
fought against the terrible pain. 

Finally the pain subsided and my rigid 
body relaxed into a quivering mass of per- 
spiring flesh. I lay there on the bed trying 
to remember Doc Murray’s instructions. 
Knowing that I was often alone in the 
house since Jeb’s mother had died shortly 
before we married, Doc had warned me to 
call him at the slightest sign of approach- 
ing labor. 

It’s not approaching, it’s here! I told 
myself with grim humor, pushing myself 
up from the bed. On shaky legs I inched 
along the wall, supporting myself on chairs 
and other objects of furniture, until I 
reached the telephone. I rang Doc Mur- 
ray’s number and prayed that he’d be in. 
I breathed a sigh of relief as I heard his 
gruff voice. “Where’s Jeb?” he demanded 
when I told him what was happening. 

“I—I don’t know. He hasn’t come in 
yet.” 

“Well, I'll be right out there. You get 
back in bed—take it easy. And don’t 
worry, Angie. Everything’ll be all right!” 

“But suppose—” 

“Nothing’s going to happen,” he broke 
in. “It takes time for these things. Just 
remember to bear down when a pain hits 
you.” 

It seemed that time stood still. I was not 
so much frightened, I discovered, as I was 
lonely. I wanted Jeb there beside me, to 
hold my hand, to reassure me. Another 
pain, sharper than the first, left me weak 
and shaken and after a while they came 
harder and closer together. Finally, Doc 
arrived and moving about in his usual de- 
liberate, unhurried way, got things ready. 

“Looks like you were doing all right 
without me,” he said, rolling up his sleeves. 
“Jeb not home yet?” 

I shook my head, and bit my lip to keep 
from sobbing. The last thing I remember 
was Doc carefully scrubbing his hands and 
then my whole body was plunged into a 
vast sea of pain, and I sank deeper and 
deeper under the waves of piercing 
agony... . 


NY/ ELL, guess I might as well get Jeb,” 

Doc was saying over the thin wail 
that came from the blue-ribboned bassinet 
in the corner. “Everything’s over now, so 
he won’t be in the way.” He paused in the 
doorway. “It’s a girl.” 

A moment later he was out in the yard 
and I heard the clang of the iron wagon 
tire we used to summon the men from the 
fields. Then I heard running footsteps and 
Jeb’s excited voice. “Anything wrong, 
Doc?” he asked anxiously. 

“Nope. Everything’s right as rain,’ Doc 
told him. 

“I was in the far end of the barn,” Jeb 
explained. He rushed into the bedroom 


and pausing by the bedside, looked down 
at me in awed silence. Doc gathered up 
the baby and she let out a squall. Jeb 
swung around. “The baby—” 

“Fine, Jeb. Healthy as the dickens. An 
eight-pounder I'd judge from the heft of 
her.” 

“Her!” I'll never forget the look of pain 
and disbelief that crossed Jeb’s face. He 
opened his mouth to speak, then closed it 
with grim finality. He looked down at me 
with a hurt expression in his eyes, as if I’d 
deliberately cheated him out of a son, 
“Well,” he said at last, avoiding our eyes, 
“Bossy dropped her calf—I’ve got to get 
back to the critter. You'll take care of 
things, won’t you, Doc? Angie and the 
baby—give them whatever they need.” 

He turned on his heel and was gone. 
Wordlessly, Doc placed the baby in my 
arms, and burying my face in her soft blue 
blankets, I gave myself up to wracking, 
tearless sobs. . . 


CAN’T honestly say that Jeb was not a 

loving father to little Mary Rose. To 
begin with, he just was not a demonstra- 
tive man. Yet, I couldn’t help feeling that 
things might have turned out differently if 
the baby had been a boy. As it was, Jeb 
rarely fondled the child and he seemed 
to take more interest in the new calf than 
in his own daughter. 

Ma scolded me for feeling that way. 
“Shucks, Angie, you can’t blame a man for 
wanting a son. Sure, Jeb’s a little dis 
appointed now. Just give him time to get 
used to the idea of having a girl child,” 
she advised. 

“Maybe he doesn’t love me or the baby,” 
I said plaintively. 

“Hush that silly talk!” Ma said sharply. 
“You’re a woman now, Angie, with a man 
and a young one to look after. You can't 
expect a hard-working farmer like Jeb to 
spend all his time biiling and cooing over 
you or the baby. Who’d make the crops if 
he did?” 

Ma’s well-meant words served only to 
nourish the guilt and resentment within 
me, and with each day that passed I felt 
myself growing farther and farther away 
from Jeb. I went about my chores mechan- 
ically, living for the free moments I could 
spend with Mary Rose. I lavished on her 
all the affection I was incapable of giving 
Jeb. 

I don’t know whether he detected any 
change, for our lives flowed on with the 
same monotony. Our conversation was al- 
most always brief exchanges of mere for- 
malities. A few times during the months 
that passed, Jeb tried to break through my 
defenses, but while I passively submitted 
to his lovemaking, I felt in my heart | 
could never forgive the abrupt way in 
which he had left me all alone the night 
the baby came. 

Then, one night I reached the decision 
I'd been building up to for more than 4 
year—I would leave Jeb! The more | 
thought of it, the more sense it made. | 





=<" Am FE £m. 








down 





“« | With FULL STRENGTH KOTALKO & SHAMPOO 


if I'd 
e Just One Application Starts To Make Hair 


‘s| AT LONG LAST... 
| LOVELIER, MORE LUSTROUS 
‘| SOFTER HAIR MAY BE YOURS 
ri Smoother  Glossier  Silkier Free of Flaky Dandruff 

THOUSANDS OF LETTERS FROM 











ot a 

B.. SATISFIED USERS ATTEST 

stra- 

that TO KOTALKO’S EFFECTIVENESS. 

y if 

Jeb This amazing full strength ointment does 

med more than make hair look more lustrous and lovelier—it contains a 

h combination of not one but several ingredients that help promote a 

- healthier, more normal scalp. It helps remove flaky, excessiv 

I I y> e 

dandruff—aids nature to help heal bumpy externally-caused scalp 

vay. sores and quickly curbs dry, itchy scalp conditions. Professional 

for men know that when the scalp is healthy and normal, hair is more 

dis- attractive, more lustrous, lovely and soft. That’s why thousands of 

get attractive women use Kotalko—don’t you miss this beauty thrill! 

\d,” Help your hair become more normal .. . get Kotalko at your neigh- 
borhood druggist today. Costs little for the help it gives! 

Ny,” 

Wy. WHAT GRATEFUL USERS SAY ABOUT KOTALKO 

oa “My hair was a mess—short and fuzzy, caused by 

. using hot irons. A girl friend told me about Kotalko 


int Ointment and Soap. I'd recommend it to anyone—it’s 


. LUSTROUS HAIR AMAZES Se a a eT eT einen tied 




















3 if 

LEADING N.Y. BEAUTICIAN TAI 

> \ 

to . : sa hape =" Z 
sin New York, June 9—Miss Vivian Ford, owner of > @uaranteed e 
| the Vivian Ford Shop, 736St. Nicholas Ave., N. Y.C. Sy @ 
elt stated that she use “dd full stre ngth, wonder working : Kotalko Ointment and S 
‘ay Kotalko for a period of six w ecks on one of her cus- = Shampoo Soap om fully Z 
n- tomers, whose hair was dull, dry and brittle due to Se ee ; Ss 
ild Jack of sufficient natural hair oils. “Today,” says ae taal a ordered | guaranteed to give youthe & 
we — Ford, try “4 is _ —— glory us : I eel te ene te wake = good results you desire or @ 
wish you could see how lustrous, how beautilu it almost like magic. It helped = : = 
deo o funded. ‘a 
ng looks. Kotalko supplements natural oils, adds silky prevent dry, ‘breaking -off, > incall: hee < 
smooth beauty that every woman loves! It really brittle hair—now my hair is | F§ iG 

ny rates hair raves!” moreattractive, silkier, looks S EAIARAESAIAATATATAI 


softer and smoother. 


he You, too, may have softer, more lustrous and ‘ Ps 
al. lovelier hair with Kotalko. In these days of scien- _.. Fannie S. Patrick, 
tific achievements, why have brittle, unattractive, SE Brooklyn, N. Y. 







yr | fant movatno. 
hs hard-to-manage hair . . . when for but a few cents 
you may have the silkier, lovelier, more lustrous, @ 
ny softer hair that men and women will admire. Get th THROUGH YOUR 
od marvelous medicated Kotalko and three large bars 
I of foamy Kotalko Shampoo Soap at your nearest 
| evga ody LOCAL DRUGGIST 
ht 
| BG aA EM M ACCEPTED 
: O OINTMENT... SOAP  accePten 
I 


ol 








er 





was convinced that my husband no longer 
cared for me and I was too miserable and 
unhappy to endure the long hours of lone- 
liness that had become such a great part of 
my life with him. And that night as I lay 
in bed, too excited making plans for my 
departure, I remembered the dream I had 
as a girl—at long last I’d be getting my 
taste of city life. 

The mere thought of finally escaping 
what had become for me a prison without 
walls seemed to give me a new lease on 
life. I realized that leaving home was a 
serious step that called for careful prepa- 
ration. I counted up the milk and egg 
money I’d saved in a crock on the pantry 
shelf and found I had almost $75. This 
plus other money I'd been able to put aside 
brought the cash I had to more than $100. 

Finally I had everything ready, but as 
luck would have it, the very day I chose 
was the day Jeb picked to use the pick-up 
truck out in the field. By this time I was so 
tensed up with all the watching and wait- 
ing it seemed to me that he knew what was 
on my mind and had purposely thwarted 
my plans. After breakfast, I sat down and 
tried to revise my plans. Getting a firm 
crip on my edgy nerves, I forced myself 
to think calmly. If I could get as far as 
Topeka, I knew I could catch a train for 
Kansas City. The problem was getting to 
Topeka now that Jeb had taken the truck 
for the day. I couldn’t face the prospect 
of even another day in the tense, hostile 
atmosphere that had grown up around Jeb 
and me. 

I can’t deny my share in building the 
wall between us. There was the time, I 
recall, when Mary Rose was almost a year 
old and took her first steps alone. Jeb 
was out plowing that day and I could hear 
the putt-putt of the tractor from far across 
the field. Things seemed to be going a lit- 
tle better between us then, and when I 
happened to look up and see the baby pull 
herself erect and take a few toddling steps, 
I wanted Jeb to see how cute she looked. 

If I'd stopped to think, I suppose I'd 
have waited until Jeb returned, but I was 
so excited I ran out into the yard and 
began beating on the iron rim hanging 
from a post. In a few minutes Jeb dashed 
into the yard, gasping as if he’d run all the 
way. “What’s the trouble?” he demanded 
after a searching glance around. 

“Oh, Jeb honey,” I cried. “The baby— 
she just walked!” 

His hand shot out and gripped my wrist. 
“Yes, but what’s the trouble, Angie? Did 
you call me all the way home just for 
that?” 

Silently I nodded, unable to tear my 
eyes away from Jeb’s angry face, and I 
realized the terrible mistake I’d made. The 
signal was used only in case of trouble, in 
extreme emergencies. Jeb glared at me. 
“Don’t ever ring that bell again unless it’s 
something important!” he grated through 
clenched teeth. Then he turned on his heel 
and strode away without even a glance at 
Mary Rose who stood cooing on the porch. 

It was little misunderstandings like that, 
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one piled on top of the other, that made life 
so miserable for me. And I decided to 
leave that day, even if I had to walk the 
20 miles to Topeka, carrying the baby and 
two bulging suitcases. So a short time 
later, after writing Jeb a note telling him 
not to worry or try to follow us, I was on 
the highway leading to the city, hoping I 
could signal a cross-country bus. But I 
soon decided that it was useless to hope 
that the driver of a speeding Greyhound 
would spot me waving frantically from the 
side of the road or that even if he did, he 
was permitted to pick up passengers at a 
non-scheduled stop. 


I HAD just about made up my mind to 

go back home and wait until I could 
take the truck when a car that had sped 
past, stopped a short distance down the 
road, then slowly backed to where I sat on 
a suitcase trying to comfort the fretting 
baby. The driver, who looked vaguely 
familiar, leaned to the window and asked, 
“Want a lift?” 

At this point I was so desperate that I 
hesitated only momentarily before accept- 
ing his offer. As soon as I saw the bundles 
of magazines and books piled on the back 
seat of his car I realized why he had looked 
familiar—he was Mr. Handy, the traveling 
book salesman who had stopped at the 
farm several times. 

“That’s right,” he told me, “And you’re 
—let’s see now—of course! You're Mrs. 
Evans. Taking a little trip?” 

I told him only that I was going to To- 
peka and would appreciate a lift that far. 
But by the time we got there, I had poured 
out the whole story to him, grateful for 
someone who'd listen to my troubles. Mr. 


Handy’s eyes narrowed calculatingly. “K.C. . 


is just a couple of hours away.” he sug- 
gested. “Why not let me drive you there?” 

I finally let him talk me into it, although 
at the time I could have sworn that it was 
impossible for a little bald-headed man like 
him to harbor any romantic notions about 
me. Nevertheless, a few miles outside To- 
peka he stopped the car and tried to kiss 
me. Luckily, Mary Rose awoke and de- 
manded attention from her bed on the back 
seat. The interruption apparently threw 
him off his stride, for he started the car up 
again and lapsed into an injured silence 
for which I was thankful. 

The rest of the trip was without incident 
and by the time we drove into Kansas City 
he had gotten over my rebuff to the extent 
of recommending a place where I might 
find a place to stay. After he helped me 
out with my bags he lingered for a mo- 
ment, a puzzled frown on his face. “Well, 
good luck, Mrs. Evans,” he said. “You'll 
need it!” 

I wasn’t long in finding out how true his 
prediction actually was. Looking back 
now on the weeks that followed my arrival, 
I wonder how I managed to make it. For- 
tunately, Mrs. Arnold, the woman with 
whom I lived, was kind enough to look af- 
ter Mary Rose while | worked at the 
factory job I’d managed to find. The work 


was hard and the hours long, but I had my 
evenings with Mary Rose to look forwarj 
to and I tried to convince myself that I wa 
happy. 

But one night after I’d tucked the baby 
into bed and sat curled up in a corne 
staring moodily into space, Mrs. Arno} 
said casually, “You miss him, don’t yoy 
Angie?” 

“I—I don’t know what you mean,” | 
stammered. 

“Come now,” she chided, “I’ve seen , 
little of this old world. You’re not a widoy 
and you certainly don’t impress me as be 
ing a homeless girl who’s gotten into troy. 
ble. I don’t mean to pry, but—” 

I knew she was not just being nosy, » 
I told her my story, reassuring her that ['j 
written Ma without letting her know wher 
I was. “Maybe I am lonesome for Jeb.” 
I admitted, “But he didn’t love me. He 
just wanted a mother for his sons—the 
sons Ill never have for him now.” 

Just how wrong I was I discovered to my 
dismay a few mornings later when a dis. 
tressingly familiar nausea forced me to 
stay in bed. My attack of morning sick. 
ness upset Mrs. Arnold and she advised 
me to write home. But I stubbornly re. 
fused. I kept my job as long as I could, 
forcing myself to go to work each day until 
one morning ‘I could barely summon 
enough strength to get out of bed. 

Mrs. Arnold took care of me then, but | 
could see that the baby and I were a strain 
on her. Yet, she never complained. never 
lost her cheerfulness and sympathetic con- 
cern for my welfare. One night as she 
brought me a steaming bowl of broth, | 
couldn’t help noticing the tired, worn look 
to her kindly face. “I’m such a burden 
on you, Mrs. Arnold,” I said. “I don't 
know how I can ever repay you.” 

“Nonsense, my dear,” she replied, giv- 
ing me a weary smile. “I’ve grown so fond 
of you and little Mary Rose that it’s like 
having a family again.” 

“But I feel so helpless lying here letting 
you wait on me,” I apologized. “If only 
there was something I could do—” 

She sank into a chair and. folded her 
hands in her ample lap. “What worries 
me is that I can’t do too much for you,” 
she began hesitantly. I watched her 
fingers flutter nervously as she tried to find 
words for what she had on her mind. 
“Angie—you may not like what I’m about 
to say, but believe me, child, it’s only be- 
cause I’ve got your best interest at heart.” 

“My own mother couldn’t have been 
nicer to me than you’ve been, Mrs. Ar 
nold.” Tears welled up in my eyes as | 
thought of Ma, of home. 

“It’s your mother I was thinking of 
when I did what I did. I hope you wont 
consider me a meddling old busybody, but 
—well, I took it on myself to write a letter 
to your folks.” 

“Oh, Mrs. Arnold—no!” I was angry, 
but at the same time glad that she had 
disobeyed my specific wishes about reveal- 
ing my whereabouts. Besides, it was too 
late now to do anything about it except 
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wait for Pa or one of the boys to come 
after me. 

The little grey-haired woman who re- 
minded me so much of Ma came over to the 
bed and laid a comforting hand on my 
head. “Forgive me, child?” she quavered. 

Instantly I regretted the sharpness of 
yoice and realized that Mrs. Arnold had 
indeed done what she thought right. 
“‘There’s nothing to forgive.” I told her. I 
was weeping unashamedly. “You've been 
kinder to me than I deserve!” 


OMEONE came for me the very next 

day—but it wasn’t Pa or one of my 
brothers. It was Jeb who appeared, grim- 
faced and unsmiling. He paused a mo- 
ment in the doorway, then came to the 
bedside and kissed me fleetingly on the 
forehead. 

“]—we missed you, Angie—you and the 
baby.” His voice was strained and I won- 
dered what he was thinking. “I’ve come to 
take you home. I think- that is, 
your Ma feels that’s the best place for 
When you're well and strong again 
His voice 


well, 


you. 
if you want to leave again 





trailed off. 

If I wanted to leave again! I tried to 
smile, but inwardly my heart cried out. 
Oh, Jeb! I never wanted to leave. You 
drove me away! But why say those things. 


why lay my soul bare before him, I 
thought bitterly. Even his coming after 
me was because “we missed you.” be- 


cause “Ma feels it’s best.” Abruptly, I 
turned my head away to hide the anguish 
that enveloped me. I was returning to a 
home where love was a stranger. 

I must have been terribly ill, because all 
Ican remember about that trip was Jeb’s 
set face hovering over me and the hurt, 
questioning look in his eyes. As soon as 
I arrived home Doc Murray examined me. 
then pursed his lips thoughtfully and held 
a whispered conference with Jeb. From 
then on, there was someone with me con- 


stantly. Ma moved in with us to take care 
of me. Her loving kindness and under- 
standing heart helped ease the pain. 


Never once did she reproach me for run- 
ning away. Instead, she did everything 
she could to make me as comfortable as 
possible. 

One Sunday she told me, “Jeb took Mary 
Rose to church this morning. Land’s sakes 
but he was a proud one walking along with 
her!” I made no comment, and Ma went 
on, “To tell the truth, I think he was kinda 
afraid of her at first, she being so tiny 
and all. But he’s sure making up for lost 
time now.” 

If only the gap between Jeb and me 
could be bridged that easily! But as the 
days dragged on I became more and more 
convinced that Jeb had taken me back out 
of pity and my physical condition grew 
My depressed mental atti- 
noticed an 


more serious. 
tude made matters worse. I 
unusual hustle and bustle about the house 
and learned that a nurse from the city had 
been called in by Doc Murray and a tank 
of oxygen had been delivered to the house. 


Finally, after my persistent questioning, 
Doc explained, “The baby’s coming a little 


ahead of schedule. Nothing to worry 
about.” he added comfortingly. But in 


view of all the hushed activity, his as- 
surances didn’t sound too convincing. 

It was apparent that this time I would 
have it harder than with Mary Rose. I 
don’t know how many hours I was in labor, 
most of the time unconscious with flashes 
of awareness of people and pain. And 
now the months of loneliness. the tortured 
hours of feeling unwanted and unloved 
took their terrible toll. At the very time 
I should have been able to call upon an 
inner store of faith and courage I found 
only an empty void. I had to fight, but 
had no soul, no will to live. 

And yet. I wanted Jeb so desperately! I 
needed the warmth of his love, his faith 
that everything would turn out all right, 
that I bit my lips until the blood came, 
just to keep from calling his name. . . 


THE 


me. 
like gigantic ocean waves. 
of the periodic lucid moments that I heard 
Doc Murray’s troubled voice. “Worse than 
[ thought. Jeb.” I heard him say. “—don't 
know how to tell you—the fact is I can 
only save one of them.” 

There was a dead silence and I closed 
my eyes tighter and held my breath wait- 
visualize 


LABOR PAINS rushed up around 
then ebbed, over and over again 
It was in one 


ing for Jeb’s answer. I could 


him standing there looking down at me, 


a frown creasing his forehead. What 
would he reply? 
“That’s the way it is,” the doctor in- 


sisted, “Your wife—or your son.” 

I heard the sharp intake of Jeb’s breath. 
“Son!” His voice shook with excitement. 
“Are you telling me it’s a boy? How do 
Are you sure?” 

It’s a breech delivery— 


you know. Doc? 
“Tm _ positive. 
the most dangerous kind 


“But what can I say, what can I do, 
Doc?” Jeb pleaded in an anguished 
voice. “I feel so helpless, like—like the 


time I raised a fine crop of wheat and the 
day before the harvest it stormed. I just 
stood here in the house looking at the 
rain wash away a whole year’s work. I 
feel now like I did that day.” 

“I know what you mean, son.” 

“As long as I can remember I’ve wanted 
Even had a name all picked out 
David. Now I’ve got a son and 


a son. 
for him 


you tell me—” His voice broke off in a 
choked sob. 

“I'm going to try a Caesarian section, 
but without proper equipment I can’t make 
any promises. In case anything starts go- 
ing wrong, I just want to know which one 
to— 

“But I've got to think—figure things 
out! It’s not fair to ask a man to choose 
like this. I’ve have time. Doc. 
Can't you see?” Jeb pleaded. 

“I understand, Jeb,” Doc said gently. 
“But there’s not much time—just enough 
to get ready for the operation. I've got 
to know by then.” 

I heard Jeb groan and stumble to the 
door, then mercifully, I lost consciousness 
again. 

The nurse’s voice urgently calling to 
Doc as she felt for my pulse brought me 
to again. I heard Doc shout for Jeb and 
a moment later declare, “It’s time. I’ve 
got to know, Jeb—now!” 

My heart stopped its wild beating, flut- 
tered, then raced on. Then, speaking 
quietly, but firmly, Jeb said, in a tortured 
voice, “She’s my wife, Doc—you can’t let 
her die!” 

A moment later I heard the oxygen tank 
being wheeled across the room and with 
Jeb’s words pounding like drums in my 
ears. I slipped back into the  pain- 
filled blackness that enveloped me like a 
shroud. . . 

Yes. in that moment of deep despair and 
almost unbearable pain, I learned that Jeb 
really loved me—loved me enough to make 
the heartbreaking choice between me and 
the unborn son he longed for so desper- 
ately. And in that moment I realized my 
mistake, recognized the grave injustice I'd 
done my husband. Prayerfully, I vowed 
that some day I would repair the dam- 
age I'd done our love by failing to accept 
Jeb for what and who he was. 

We owe an eternal debt of gratitude to 
Doc Murray for not only pulling me 
through, but saving the life of little David. 
Today, it’s hard to believe that the husky 
youngster who trots along in his father’s 
footsteps and who is Mary Rose’s playmate 
and protector was once a frail seven-month 


got to 


baby. 

I’ve found real happiness and a new and 
deeper joy of living—even found romance 
—with Jeb, now that I can see Ma’s com- 
monsense point of view that it’s “not like 
in the movies.” It’s better! 


THE END 





Your Handwriting 


(Continued from Page 10) 


unusually small script and reveals a writer 
who has an attitude towards reality which 
is calm and matter of fact. There is no 
day dreaming or wanderings of the mind 
(controlled “t’” bar placement). She is 
shy with some inferiority. The large capi- 
tal “I” (ego) shows a strong craving for 
self-esteem and respect. By trying to 
escape from these inferior feelings, this 


writer dabbles in many things, not suc- 
cessfully completing anything and much 
energy is wasted (entangled lower loops). 
She has not been able to adjust her will 
(weak “t” bars) with her abilities. 

In Fig. 3 the equal spacing of the words 
reflects a wide mental range and clearness 
of judgment. The ascending lines show 
the writer is full of hope and expectations 
as she advances into the future. Her light 
writing, opened “d” stem, and medium 
slant reveals her to be interested in the 
welfare of others and easily influenced. 
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Basketball 
Fix 
(Continued from Page 23) 


voted to bar any fraternity or sorority that 
practiced discrimination. 

True, there were only about a dozen 
Negro students enrolled there. but my first 
day on campus I could see that they acted 
and were treated no differently from any 
of the other fellows and girls. As a matter 
of fact, Bud Freeman. a tall. lanky brown- 
skin youth, was captain of Milburn’s 
famous basketball team. and pert little Sue 
\tkins, honor student and vice-president 
of the council, was also a Negro. 

Sue worked in the registrar's office and 
it was she who suggested that since it was 
so near noontime we complete my registra- 
tion after lunch. She gave me directions 
for finding the snack bar, but since I 
wasn't particularly hungry I set out to ex- 
plore the campus. The college was built 
on a small hill that overlooked the town 
a short distance away and the scene was 
one of breath-taking beauty as I strolled 
the tree-lined walks. The grey stone 
buildings, ivy-covered and ancient-looking 
in the September sun, seemed to command 
honor and respect and [ instinctively felt 
[ was already a part of the Milburn tradi- 
tion. 

About half an hour later I found myself 
close to the dining hall, which also housed 
the snack bar. Since it was the first day 
of the quarter, the huge oak-paneled din- 
ing hall hadn’t been opened yet. so meals 
were being served in the snack bar. I got 
a cherry coke and a piece of pie and 
looked around for an empfy table. I saw 
someone waving to me from across the 
room at a crowded table near the juke box. 
It was Sue, the girl who had begun taking 
my registration, so I squeezed through the 
narrow aisle to join them. 

“Always room for one more.” Sue called 
as I looked around for an empty chair. 

“Make it two!” a voice behind me cried 
out. 

! turned to look at the newcomer and 
found myself gazing into a pair of the 
bluest, friendliest eyes I'd ever seen. My 
face must have registered every bit of the 
flustered admiration I[ felt at seeing the 
lovely girl who had just come up. The 
whole table noticed how my jaw sagged 
and | mumbled an inane apology for star- 
ing so rudely, and a roar of good-natured 
laughter went up. 

Sue finally raised her hand for silence. 
“Gang, the stranger you see blushing so 
handsomely is Chuck Mann from Minne- 

She waved her hand around the 
“Chuck, meet the gang.” 


apolis,” 
table. 


| REMEMBERED only one name out of 


that mass introduction—Sherry Elson, 
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who seemed neither embarrassed nor flat- 
tered by the hilarity my reaction had 
caused. She tossed her long, honey-gold 
hair and flashed a dazzling smile at her 
friend. “Let’s hear more about him, Sue.” 

“I’m afraid everything I know about him 
is classified as confidential, Sherry dear,” 
Sue retorted airily. She cocked a quizzical 
eyebrow at me. “Of course, maybe Chuck 


wants to make his life an open book. It’s 
quite impressive.” 
“It’s not that good,” I protested. “I’ve 


played a little basketball and—” 

The tall dark fellow sitting next to Sue 
threw back his head and laughed. “The 
guy’s a comedian! Just before you came 
in. Chuck, Sue was telling us that you 
were a four-letter man in sports up north.” 

“Bud’s captain of the basketball squad.” 
Sue proudly explained to me. “When a 
likely prospect turns up. I buzz him.” 

Sherry reached for a cigarette and 
leaned towards me for a light. She studied 
my face as I held the match for her. 
“Modesty is an admirable quality—up to a 
certain point.” she remarked. “Let’s hear 
more, Sue.” 

“Everything?” Sue asked, with a mys- 
terious air. 

What does she mean by that? 
dered, but aloud I said casually, “Just hit 
the highlights.” 

Then I held my breath while she recited 
some of the things she’d read on my ap- 
plication—that I was 20 years old. a phys- 
ical ed major. some other things about my 
academic work in Minneapolis, and _in- 
cluded a few personal details. 

“But you left out the most important 
fact!” complained Ruthie, a chubby red- 
head who seemed to be hanging on every 
word. “Is he eligible? Or has he got a 
wife and five kids back home?” 

Sue stood up and looked at her watch. 
“That is what is known as the $64 question. 
girls. It'll cost you cash to find out from 
me. I expect to be flat broke by the time 
my allowance arrives from home!” 

On this note of humor, the coke session 
broke up and I almost sighed with relief. 
I was fairly certain that neither Sue nor 
Bud had me pegged as a Negro. and think- 
ing of Sherry. I was glad they hadn't. 

“Thanks for the buildup.” I said to Sue 
as we walked back to the registrar’s office 
together. 

She shrugged it off. then after a moment 
“Sherry’s quite a gal, isn’t 


I won- 


remarked, 
she?” 

I wholeheartedly agreed, but I decided 
to wait a while before letting anyone else 
in on my sudden ambition to become some- 
thing much more intimate than just a 
schoolmate of Sherry Elson. 

I soon discovered that Sherry held the 
They 
were roommates and were together con- 
stantly. and since I had gone out for 
basketball. Bud and I spent much of our 
We got to be a familiar 


same high opinion of Sue Atkins. 


free time together. 
foursome on campus and we shared some 
wonderful times together. 

My three companions taught me a lot 


about the “race problem” of which | kney 
so little. I felt particularly ignorant whep 
Sherry, Bud and Sue discussed the thing; 
they’d experienced. the various attitude 
toward people of different races and re. 
ligions in other sections of the country, 
I was amazed at how intensely interested 
Sherry was in all phases of the subject and 
her repeated insistence that all humans 
be recognized as individuals and be tregt. 
ed with decency and respect. 

“In other words.” I tossed into one of 
these serious conversations, “we're lj 
brothers under the skin.” I stole a glance 
at Sue to see if she was aware of whos 
viewpoint I was speaking from—hers or 
Sherry’s. But she was intent on what her 
vivacious blonde roommate was saying, 

Sherry turned to me and shook her head 
slowly. “You're wrong. Chuck. We'r 
brothers—and_sisters—regardless of the 
skin!” 

Later. she and I talked together and 
ironically. she. the white girl. was trying 
to convince me—a Negro—that basically 
all humans were alike. How well did | 
know it! I had grown fonder of Sherry 
each time we met and it was only when 
we were with our white friends that I had 
any doubts about where our friendship 
was headed. It was then that I would ask 
myself if it would make any difference tp 
her if she knew the truth about me. More 
than once I made up my mind to casually 
mention the fact that I was colored, but 
each time my fear of losing Sherry caused 
me to postpone the revelation until “a more 
opportune time.” 

There were good grounds for my cau 
tion. because as time passed I learned that 
despite Milburn’s excellent reputation and 
well-meaning intentions. and despite the 
atmosphere of brotherhood that prevailed 
on the campus and in the classrooms and 
dormitories, there were some white students 
who scarcely bothered to conceal their 
contempt of Negroes—even popular cam 
pus figures like Bud Freeman. 

“This school has a fine tradition,” Sherry 
explained to me one day as we sat sipping 
cokes while waiting for Sue and Bud t 
show up. “But some of these dope 
haven't the slightest conception of what it’ 
all about. They brag about their ‘toler 
ance’—I hate the word!—and all the time 
they’re being so patronizing and_ noble 
about it, it’s sickening!” 

I was forced to agree with her, and for 
the first time since I'd known her [ tossei 
discretion to the winds and told her som 
of the things I had observed. The fre 
ternity incident in particular had upset m 
and I was plenty burned up as I toll 
Sherry about it. Basketball season hat 
started and with the help of my teal 
mates I was well on the way toward setting 
a scoring record for the Milburn quinte 
{As a potential sports star, I was ap 
proached by two of the top fraternities @ 
the college. But I hadn't yet decided 
which one I'd pledge to. 

The Tri Gamma Phi bunch invited m 
to a stag party and after the festivity 0 
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of the members urged me to join. He was 
Hank Mitchell, squat, muscular guard on 
the basketball team. Linking his arm 
emradely with mine, he led me into a cor- 
yer for a “man to man” talk. 

“The fellows like you, Chuck,” he con- 
jded, “and getting a bid to Tri Gamma 
isn't to be sneezed at.” 

“I agree, Hank. You guys really tossed 
helluva swell blowout, but the fact is, 
the Alphas seem to want me, too.” 

Hank pursed his lips and peered out of 
the corners of his eyes. “The fellows are 
yilling to take you even though some of 
your friends are—well, you know what I 
mean.” His smile was almost a leer. 

“No,” I said sharply, “I don’t know what 
you mean.” 

“He squirmed uncomfortably. “The 
{lphas don’t mind. Fact is, they’ve got 
Bud Freeman as one of their officers.” 

Then it hit me! I suddenly realized that 
Jl evening I hadn’t seen one dark face 
there. The difference between the 
fraternities that were after me was one that 
practiced the enlightened principles of 
Milburn, while the other merely gave lip 
grvice to it. That difference, looming 
large as a mountain, that decided me—in 
favor of the Alphas. 

Sherry’s honey-gold hair rippled like 


two 


yaves of sun-ripened wheat as she nodded 
her head vigorously when I finished re- 
counting the incident. “Now you see why 
Im so hepped up about this whole busi- 
ness,” she said. “There’s so much to be 
done!” Her soft, tapering fingers closed 
wer mine in a fierce grip. “I think you 
sve that now,” she said in warm, friendly 
tones. “That’s why I like you so much. 
You're different somehow from the rest of 
the fellows. All they’re interested in is 
dances, parties, dates—things that 

“Maybe I’m not so different, after all,” 
Ieut in. “I like to do those things—with 
you.” 

Her face grew serious for a moment, 





then brightened into a tender smile. “All 
tight, Chuck, we'll do those things—you 


and I, because now I know we think alike. 
I want to be your friend.” 

And her words were like a caress that 
warmed my heart and nourished the love 
that had been kindled there with our first 
meeting. . . . 


HE TEAM’S schedule of games and our 

strict training rules kept me from see- 
ing Sherry as often as I would have liked. 
Being one of the cheerleaders, she traveled 
with us on some of our off-campus games, 
% although dates were out of the question 
until after the season ended, I did manage 
to spend a few moments alone with her. 

The five-girl cheering team was not only 
amorale-booster but an attraction at our 
games. In their bright red sweaters, bobby 
sox and saddle shoes, Sherry and the other 
girls could pep up spectators and inspire 
atiring team with their acrobatics. And 
just knowing that Sherry was in there 
rooting for me made me play more bril- 
liantly than I ever had before. We ended 


the season as league champions and un- 
disputed winners of a state-wide sports 
editors’ poll. 

The night of the victory dance they gave 
for us was one I'll never forget. As cap- 
tain, Bud was called up on the band stand 
to receive the engraved trophy on behalf of 
the team. He made a brief acceptance 
speech and stealing a glance at Sue, I 
could see she was almost bursting with 
pride. Then “Pop” Ryan, our coach, in- 
troduced all the fellows on the team. My 
name was the signal for a spontaneous, 
heart-warming cheer that came from the 
crowd and a sentimental lump rose up in 
my throat. 

Then we were dancing, Sherry and I, 
moving around the floor to the strains of a 
lilting waltz. Holding her in my arms was 
like embracing a soft spring breeze as my 
cheek was nestled against the 
sweetness of her silken hair. I closed my 
eyes for a moment and listened to her hum 
the melody and as we glided along my 
heart drummed rhythmic ac- 
companiment to the romantic song. 

The music stopped and with one final 
dip and whirl we stood alone in a corner, 
flushed and breathless from our dancing. 
There was an exhilarating magic in the air 
and almost as if it had been prearranged 
our eyes met and we moved together like 
willing under the spell of a 
hypnotist. Not a word was spoken. Sherry 
tilted her lovely face, her rose-tinted lips 
slightly parted—waiting, expectant. Ever 
so gently our lips touched and the spark 
of love that had been glowing inside me 


scented 


out a 


subjects 


burst into flame. 

“You know that I love you 
Sherry?” I whispered. 

“Yes, Chuck, I know—and I’m glad.” 

Later, as we stood in the shadows of the 
dormitory porch I held her in my arms to 
this time the initial 
shyness, the reserve was gone and our em- 
braces were full of the fervour of new love. 
With tender passion Sherry returned my 
kisses and I knew that I would never be 
content until she was mine... . 


don’t you, 


say goodnight but 


Tat SUMMER I hurried home to find 

myself a job. I hadn’t asked Sherry 
yet, but I had made up my mind to marry 
her right after my graduation the winter 
quarter. I knew I'd need money, as much 
as I could rake and scrape together. But 
it was Dad, talking to me in his quiet, 
friendly way, who opened my eyes and 
with a sinking heart I discovered I would 
have to have more money than I could 
ever hope to earn on a vacation job. 

He had remained silently thoughtful aft- 
er I’d told him about Sherry, smiling with 
faint amusement at my glowing description 
of her. “She’s terrific, Dad. Just wait 
until you meet her!” I added excitedly. 
“And best of all, she’s ‘straight’ on all this 
race business.” 

“Still haven’t told 
Negro,” he reminded me 
raised his hand to halt the heated protests 
“Just a minute, 


her you're a 
gently. He 


you 


on the tip of my tongue. 


son! Let me finish,” he insisted, then re- 
suming his conversational tone, “Let’s as- 
sume that this girl has no prejudices— 
I'll take your word for that—will she come 
to your side or will you go to hers? Will 
she give up her family? Are you prepared 
to sacrifice your parents?” 

“When two people are in love, those 
things shouldn’t have anything to do with 
it!” 

Dad smiled indulgently. “You’re old 
enough to know that things aren’t always 
as they should be. Chuck. You might as 
well face it now as later. Where will you 
live—how will you live? Getting married 
under normal circumstances is tough 
enough, but in a case like this you’ll have 
to be doubly sure of getting off to a good 
start. And that means money—and plenty 
of it!” 

A bitter resentment welled up in me. I 
had the feeling that somehow Dad had let 
me down. Abruptly I got up and started 
out of the room. Dad called me back. 

“One more thing—the girl you choose to 
marry is your own business. Maybe rightly 
now you think I’m trying to live your life 
for you, but you'll get over it. I just don’t 
want you to go off half-cocked on some- 
thing as important as this.” 

When the first flush of anger had passed, 
I realized that Dad was right. Yet, even 
the thought of giving Sherry up was too 
much to bear. I was positive we could 
make it together, so all summer I sweated 
in a filling station, saving every cent I 
made. But when I returned to school that 
fall, my bank account was less than $500. 

Seeing Sherry again after so long a time 
lifted my spirits sky-high and all the 
troubles I'd been worrying about slipped 
away into nothingness. I didn’t have too 
much time to spend with the gang because 
of my but my rare dates with 
Sherry worked wonders in keeping my 
spirits up. 

As the basketball season got under way, 
Bud was the only one of our original four- 
some I saw with any regularity and it was 
because of him I got the fabulous offer 
that appeared to be the answer to my 
financial problems. It was after the first 
game of the season at a nearby town that 
I was hailed by someone in a car parked 
in the shadows near the gym where we 
had just swamped our opponents under an 
avalanche of scores. 

“Got a minute, Chuck?” he called. 

Hearing my name, I went over to see 
what was up. There were two men in the 
snappy convertible, one a sharp character 
in a loud sports jacket, the other, a hard 
looking mug with a livid scar across his 
cheek. 

“You played a real cool game in there 
tonight, kid,” the sharp character said. 
“He’s a real flashy forward, ain’t he, 
Mike?” 

“Yeah,” growled the man at the wheel. 

“Thanks for the compliment,” I said, 
backing away because I didn’t like their 
looks. 

“Take it easy. 





studies, 


How’d you like to pick 
By) 








up a quick buck or two—say, a couple of 
grand?” 

I hesitated, then asked sarcastically, 
“Who do I have to kill?” 

“The guy’s got a sense of humor. hunh, 
Mike?” the slick one chuckled. “Here’s 
the pitech—you buddy around with the jig, 
don’t you?” 

“Who?” My fists clenched and I felt 
the hair on my neck bristling. 

“So all right—the colored boy who’s cap- 
tain of the team?” 

I was still boiling at the slur on Bud. 
“What of it? He’s the best player on the 
team and—” 

“Next to you, he is, Chuck. Anyway, all 
your plays are built around him. He sets 
up the shots and, bang, you drop ’em in.” 

It began to add up and I didn’t like the 
smell of what I felt was coming next. 
[hese men weren’t college students and it 
was a safe bet they were gamblers. Yet 

and this is what I'll always regret—I 
didn’t spit in their faces, I didn’t tell them 
off and walk away. I stayed—and I 
listened. 

On the trip back, I sat turning their 
proposition over in my mind. oblivious to 
my joyous teammates or the jouncing of 
the school bus. The deal was as simple as 
it was crooked. I was to get to Bud and 
persuade him to come into the deal with 
me. We wouldn’t have to lose any games 
for Milburn, I’d been assured by Nick. the 
guy who did all the talking. I had stood 
there nervously, afraid every moment some- 
one would see us, while he explained how 
he and other professional gamblers always 
took a beating when one team was beaten 
by a big score. 

They paid off winning bets, Nick said, 
on the “point spread”—the number of 
points between the winning and _ losing 
score. All Bud and I would have to 
do, since we were the team’s ace scoring 
ombination, would be to take it easy in 
certain games so that an actually inferior 
team would lose by fewer points than they 
were rated. Of course, bookmakers 
wouldn’t have to pay off then. 

To show he meant business, Nick had 
held out two crisp hundred-dollar bills. “on 
account.” I hadn’t taken it, but the 
thought of having my hands on almost as 
much money as I’d earned for working 
hard all summer was tempting. The more 
I toyed with the idea and the more I 
thought of Sherry, the fewer objections I 
could find. Of course, the main one 
couldn’t be explained away—bribery was 
1 rotten, smelly business any way you 
looked at it. Yet... 


THE DAY before our next game, one of 
the toughest in our schedule, I was a 
iervous wreck. [I still hadn’t approached 
Bud, but when I got a curt telephone call 
from Nick, I promised to meet him down 
in town. A short time later I was sitting 
»pposite Nick in a booth at a grimy side- 
street bar. “Where’s your pal?” I asked, 
trying to show a casualness [ didn’t feel. 
Nick grunted. “Out on an errand. Look, 
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kid, it’s payoff time—right after the game 
tomorrow. There’s a lot of dough ridin’ 
on it, so we gotta make sure Milburn don’t 
win by more than five points. Just take it 
easy—miss some of those tough shots 
you're always makin’. But make it look 
good!” 

I stood up to go, my knees shaking and 
the palms of my hands damp with sweat. 
“And take a tip, kid,” Nick added, his 
voice low and ominous. “Don’t try to 
double us. It ain’t healthy. And another 
thing—don’t worry about your pal—the 
dark one. You can handle it all by your- 
self.” 

Just then Mike walked up. an evil grin 
twisting his scarred face. He made a 
circle of his thumb and forefinger, held it 
up in front of his face and winked. Nick 
slapped me on the back in an awkward 
gesture of false heartiness and I shrank 
from his touch. “Like I said, kid—don’t 
worry about your pal. Everything’s under 
control!” 

I hurried out of the smoke-filled joint 
and headed up the hill to school. As I 
trudged thoughtfully along I tried to forget 
about Nick and his stooge. concentrating 
on Sherry and on what the $1.000 I was to 
get the next night would mean to us. Nick 
had said that was only the beginning and 
I figured that if I played my cards right 
I'd wind up the season with $5,000 or so 
clear. 

Naturally, I considered the ethics of the 
deal—the rightness and wrongness of what 
was involved—but I also knew that the 
very people who would yell the loudest 
about honesty and honor were the same 
ones who would do their utmost to keep 
Sherry and me apart. 

Idly, I wondered what Nick had meant 
by his reference to Bud, then decided it 
was best all around that none of the other 
players were involved. There'd be no split 
then. The prospect of money took the bad 
taste from my mouth. 

Without really thinking about it, I had 
wandered to the big brick girls’ dorm and 
acting on an impulse, I stopped in to see 
Sherry. The moment she entered the big 
social room where I waited I could see that 
she was upset. I was bursting to tell her 
that my future after graduation was set 
and my arms fairly ached to hold her and 
ask her to share that future with me. But 
her words sent an icy chill racing along 
my spine. “Oh, Chuck, something’s hap- 
pened to Bud!” The anguish in her voice 
tore at my heart. 

“What is it?” I demanded, gripping her 
wrist and fighting down the panicky feel- 
ing at recalling what Nick had said. 

“T don’t know,” she told me. “Sue is 
with him now. When she phoned a little 
while ago she said something about an 
accident down in town.” 

Moving like a sleepwalker, I followed 
Sherry as she headed across the campus 
to the men’s dorm. Instinctively I knew 
that Nick and Mike, the gamblers, were 
somehow responsible for whatever had hap- 
pened to Bud. When we got to Bud’s 


room, the doctor was just leaving and Sy, 
was dabbing her eyes as she sat near th 


bed on which Bud lay. There was ; 
bandage on his face and an ice pack on his 
head. He opened his eyes and grinned 
feebly when he saw me. 

Sherry stood with a comforting hand op 
Sue’s shoulder as we listened to Bud 
story. “I got this mysterious phone call 
to meet a guy down in town,” he told us, 
pausing often to wet his bruised lips. “} 
turned out to be some mug who gave me 
some line about dumping games. | 
laughed in his face. Then he said tha 
another player on the team was in on the 
deal—he said it was you Chuck.” 

I felt their eyes staring at me and | 
held my breath as Bud continued. ‘| 
called him a liar, Chuck. He called me 
a name I didn’t like, so I slugged him, 
Well. he had a pair of brass knuckles an 
here I am.” 

I saw his eyes silently begging for q 
denial from me, heard Sue’s quiet sobs, 
Finally Sherry asked, “Is it true, Chuck?” 
But I couldn’t speak. There was nothing 
to say. And in a flash I saw the enormity 
of the wrong I was guilty of. Already it 
had brought trouble to my closest friends, 
hurt the three people who meant so much 
to me. Silently, I turned and walked out 
of the room, and the quiet sobbing tore at 
my insides long after I'd left them there, 


DIDN’T sleep that night. The things 

that had happened were a confused blur 
as I sat on my bed smoking one cigarette 
after another. I realized now that no mat. 
ter what the motive, I had done wrong. 

The next afternoon when the team chose 
me acting captain to take Bud’s place, | 
knew it would take more than the threat 
of a work-over by Nick’s hoodlums to keep 
me from playing the hardest game of my 
life. Milburn had to win. And that night 
the team seemed inspired. Bud _ hadn't 
told the whole story, only that he’d been 
attacked by some unknown assailant, but 
every score we made was just for him. 

When it was over, Milburn had racked 
up a 76-50 winning score and we were on 
our way to another championship. The 
full story has never been told before, al- 
though I did confide in my three friends. 
At first they refused to believe I was really 
a Negro, but eventually they were con- 
vinced. I had learned a lot from them, 
mainly that the most effective way for me 
to fight against all the injustices—big and 
small—was not to hide behind the white- 
ness of my skin. 

I learned, too, that Sherry was sincere 
in her belief in equality and that she had 
dedicated her life to bringing it about. 
There was no place in her plans for mar 
riage--yet. She left for an eastern uni- 
versity shortly before I graduated. 

Some day -we may meet agaii, but 
whether we do or not, I'll be eternally 
grateful to her. For it was she as much 
as anyone else who pulled the veil from 
my eyes and started me on the right 


path. . THE END 
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(Continued from Page 29) 


and I was flattered just knowing that he 
wanted me for a girl friend. 

Maybe I shouldn’t have encouraged him 
or allowed things to go as far as they 
had between us without finding out more 
about him, but I simply felt drawn to him 
by a force that I couldn’t overcome. From 
that very first day when I had looked up 
in the back. room at Mrs. Bryce’s drug- 
store and saw him standing there leaning 
against the juke box I just couldn’t seem 
to help myself where he was concerned. 
Everything about him had attracted me to 
him—the way he had kept looking at me 
with a deep, searching gaze, the way he 
smoked his cigarette, even the careless 
way he wore his clothes. When he asked 
me to dance and gathered me up in his 
arms, I knew for sure that I wanted to be- 
Jong to him—that I wanted to be his girl. 

It must have been two weeks after that 
first meeting when Barney surprised me 
and started presents—nice 
things like jewelry that I never could have 
hoped for from anybody in 
asked they 


giving me 


afforded or 
my family. I 
came from or cared, for that matter. It 


never where 
was enough that he wanted me to have 
them and that he seemed to be able to 
afford them. 

“Here,” he had said, pulling a single 
strand of gleaming white pearls from his 
pocket and glancing quickly about the 
rom. “These ought to go nice with that 
pink sweater.” 

“Barney!” I 


exclaimed in_ breathless 


they’re for 


surprise. ‘“You—you mean 

me?” 

He nodded. “Nobody else, baby. Like 
em?” 

I took a hurried look in the mirror 
above the juke box and saw the reflec- 


tion of a wide-eyed girl with a smooth 
brown throat made 
with a single strand of pearls. 
thing told me I shouldn’t accept the beads, 
yet I wanted them so badly. I had never 
had anyone in love with me before—like 
this. No one to give me nice presents. 
I didn’t have a father and Mom had to 
work every day, cleaning office buildings, 
to take care of both of us. Just know- 
ing someone like Barney and_ having 
him give me a string of beads, somehow 
helped me forget my loneliness and made 
me feel wanted and important. 

“Let’s see how you dance, baby, 
with pearls around your neck.” Barney 
laughed. He drew me to him gently and 
let his lips brush slightly over my fore- 
head as we spun around the room, com- 
pletely unmindful of the others. When 
we had finished, a man in a yellow jacket 


suddenly glamorous 
Some- 


was standing in the doorway between the 
back room and the front of the drug- 
store, and catching Barney’s eye, beckoned 
to him with a slight jerk of the head. 


“Sorry, Sugar,” Barney apologized. 
“Have to go now. See you around to- 
morrow, huh?” 

I nodded my head vigorously, then 


stood watching until he had disappeared 
from the room. I hadn’t noticed that 
Gracie Redmond, a girl friend of mine 
had walked up, and I wasn’t aware either 
that I was still standing there fingering 
the beads. 

“He give you those?” she asked, nod- 
ding her head toward the pearls. 

“Who else?” I answered importantly, 
hoping she would “But 
don’t mention it around Mom,” I urged. 
“She doesn’t know about Barney.” 

“A lot of other people don’t either,” 
Gracie shot back. “For all you know he 
might have served time somewhere. He’s 
not like the other fellows in our crowd. 
He’s older. and he—well. he looks like he’s 


hanging around here waiting for some- 


be impressed. 


thing to happen.” 

“Oh rubbish!” I said angrily. “Just 
because you don’t know all there is to 
know about him and he’s nice enough to 
give me a present, you want to make him 
out a criminal and try to give him some 
dark, secret past.” 

I DIDN'T WANT to be angry with 

Gracie. but I couldn't help being an- 
noyed with her and everyone else for be- 
ing suspicious of Barney without really 
knowing him. Yet deep inside me I had 
often wondered too about his past and the 
strange way he seemed always to be con- 
ducting business with the man who had 
beckoned to him. I wouldn’t admit this 
to Gracie or anyone else. for I felt cer- 
tain that Barney would some day tell me 
enough about himself to satisfy their in- 
sistent questioning. But even if he didn’t, 
I decided. I'd still be happy knowing that 
he cared for me. 

That afternoon I walked 
home without mentioning Barney again. 
I had her promise that she wouldn’t ever 
say anything about him or the pearls in 
front of Mom, but beyond that we both 
avoided discussing my new boy friend. 

I realize now that I should have been 
more heeding to her fears and suspicions, 
that I should have talked the whole thing 
out with Mom from the beginning, but I 
was in a dream world, too thrilled by the 
thought of atten- 
tion to risk having that dream snatched 


Gracie and 


someone showing me 
from me. 

I guess it was only a few weeks after 
that when I made the mistake that brought 
my rosy world tumbling at my feet and 
opened my eyes to what Barney Whelan 


really was. I rushed out of the house, 
lying to Mom again that I was going 


over to the drugstore to meet Gracie and 
the gang. but I knew that this was the 
hour Barney always showed up on Satur- 
day and I had to see him. 


When I walked in, he was playing a 
pinball machine with the man in the yel- 
low jacket and pretended not to notice 
me. I strolled over to the counter and 
ordered a coke, then sat there squirming 
nervously as I sipped it, afraid that some 
of the other kids might join me and keep 
Barney away. Finally, when the ringing 
of a profusion of bells told me that his 
game was ended, I stole a quick glance 
in the mirror and saw him walking toward 
me. 

“Come on, baby.” he said, nearing me - 
and jerking his head toward the back 
room. I slipped silently off the stool and 
followed obediently, feeling the mute 
stares of the other kids behind me as I 
disappeared between the curtains. 

The music started up from the juke box 
just as I walked in, and Barney drew me 
to him in one quick, anticipated embrace. 
“Let’s go to a real dance tonight,” he 
suggested suddenly. “Somewhere where 
we can be sort of alone and to ourselves. 
You know what I mean—some fancy place 
where they got a band and a floor show.” 

“Oh, I'd love to, Barney, but .. .” 

“But what?” 

“Well, I—I just can’t tonight. 
ised Mrs. Cunningham I'd baby-sit for her 
tonight and she’s sort of depending on it.” 
I watched his face anxiously, hoping he 
would understand. “Can’t we make it 
some other night?” I urged hopefully. “I 
always baby-sit for Mrs. Cunningham on 
Saturday night.” 

Barney smiled confidently. 
work for the big shots, don’t you. kid? 
Isn’t that the family who inherited all that 


I prom- 


“You really 


money recently?” 

“Yeah,” I said drily. “A couple of 
hundred thousand dollars. But theyre 
not big shots—not really. Mrs. Cunning- 
ham says they'll probably buy a little 
place in the suburbs—on account of the 
little girl, you know. She had polio and 
can’t walk without braces. Such a pity, 
too. She’s only three.” 

Barney looked away quickly and start- 
ed back toward the juke box. He seemed 
bored and I concluded regretfully that I 
had said the wrong thing. Then sud- 
denly, as if he had reached an important 
decision, he turned to me. 

“Say. I tell you what! Why don't I 
come over there and see you tonight? The 
kids will be asleep. won't they? We 
could turn the radio down low and dance, 
couldn’t we? I wouldn’t have to stay too 


long, and nobody would ever know. 
Whaddaya say?” 
I hesitated for a moment. A man in 


Mrs. Cunningham’s house! Suppose she 
found out? But then she had never told 
me I couldn’t have company while they 
were out. Besides she’d never know the 
difference, and what harm could there be 
in a few dances as long as I watched the 
kids. 

“I—I guess it will be all right,” I said 
finally. 

“Good!” Barney winked. “Don’t worry 
about it, Sugar. Everything’ll be all right. 
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We'll have fun. You wait and see.” He 
squeezed my arm gently for emphasis then 
walked with me toward the front of the 
drugstore. The man in the yellow jacket 
motioned to him, and the two of them 
started out the front door together. “See 
you a little later,” he called back, but as 
[ stood watching the two of them climb 
into a light blue Cadillac which had a bent 
front fender, I couldn’t help wondering 
if I had done the right thing in saying 
yes to Barney. 

That night when I arrived at Mrs. Cun- 
ningham’s she was just putting the chil- 
dren to bed. The two little boys, one five, 
the other seven, slept in a double-decker 
bed. one above the other and were hav- 
ing a pillow fight. Carmen, their crippled 
little sister was already in her crib, but 
was not yet asleep. “Mildred!” she cried 
when she saw me. I bent and kissed her. 
“Want Mildred to read you a story?” I 
asked. Immediately she became a bundle 
of excitement, bursting into enthusiasm. 

“She’s so fond of you,” Mrs. Cunning- 
ham laughed from the door where she had 
been watching. “I honestly don’t know 
what I’d do without you, Mildred. I al- 
ways feel so safe when I leave them with 
eet 

Her words suddenly needled my con- 
science. “Mrs, Cunningham,” I started, 
“T meant to But before I could 
finish she was walking toward her own 
bedroom where her husband was calling 
frantically. 

“Read us the story! Read us the 
story!” the children began clamoring, and 
before I had a chance to say anything to 
Mrs. Cunningham about Barney they were 
out of the house and gone. 

About an hour later, as I sat there in 
the quiet house, listening to the soft strains 
pouring out of the radio, I heard Barney’s 
cautious knock on the front door. My 
fingers trembled nervously as I opened it, 
and I felt my heart pumping fiercely in- 
side me. Barney stood grinning in the 
shadows of the porch, a cigarette hanging 
limply from his mouth. 

“Everything okay?” he asked anxiously. 

“It’s all right. Barney,” I whispered. 
“Come on in.” He took a final deep drag 
from his cigarette and sent it flying across 
the lawn before following me inside. His 
eyes darted furtively about the room as 
though he were trying to reassure himself 
that we were alone. 

“Not a bad layout,” he commented final- 
ly. “But I figured they’d have more 
swank. You know—people with money.” 

“They're not that kind,” I put in. “You 
want a drink?” 

Barney shook his head, and slipping 
out of his overcoat, tossed it across the 
arm of a chair. “Not now, Sugar. That 
can wait. It’s been a long time since this 
afternoon, you know.” And with that he 
caught me by one arm and whirled me 
into his arms, his mouth coming down 
hard on mine in one impulsive kiss. I 
felt his hand slipping gently over the 
curve of my shoulder until he had reached 


co 


J0 


the nape of my neck. His fingers wan- 
dered upward through the loose tresses 
of my hair, then found their way together 
again in gentle, caressing movements. 
Again and again he kissed me and it 
seemed that tle whole room was sway- 
ing dizzily. My lips, moist to the re- 
sponse, felt like flame and I ceuld feel 
myself weakening under the tension. 

“No, Barney. Please.” I whispered, 
suddenly frightened. “Please, let’s just 
dance.” 

He pushed me back and _ grinned. 
“Whatsamatter? Ain’t that what you 
wanted? Ain’t that why you let me come 
over here?” 

I didn’t know what to 
Barney, I—I’m glad you came over. But 
let’s just dance for a while, huh?” 

He tapped a cigarette out of a fresh 
pack and gazed at me steadily. “Okay. 
baby. Have it your way. We got plenty 
of time.” Then suddenly, as if he had a 
fresh thought, he said gaily, “I tell you 
what. Let’s run out and get a sandwich.” 

“Oh, I couldn’t leave the house,” I pro- 
tested. “That’s one thing Mrs. Cunning- 
ham is awfully particular about. She 
would die if she knew I ever left the chil- 
dren alone.” 

“How’s she gonna know the difference? 
We'll be back in twenty minutes—a half 
hour at the most. Them brats ain’t gonna 
wake up.” He glanced at his watch. “It’s 
just nine now. We'll be back by nine- 
thirty and nobody’ll know the difference. 
Come on. Whaddaya say?” 

Somehow I suddenly felt sorry that I 
had let Barney talk me into letting him 
come over at all. It had all seemed so 
innocent at first, so harmless. But now I 
was sure I had made a mistake. If I let 
him stay he was certain to try to make 
love to me again, and if I went with him 
anything might happen. 

“I—I really don’t think I should, Bar- 
ney,” I said weakly, hoping he’d go alone 
and come back for me later. 

“Don’t be silly.” he drawled angrily. 
“How come you got to do so much wor- 
rying? Them women who chase around 
and leave other folks to look after their 
kids ain't doing no worrying.” He was 
thoroughly angry with me, and I sud- 
denly had the thought that if I lost him 
over this incident I never would be able to 
live it down with the kids back at the 
drugstore. 

“Tl look in and see if they’re. still 
asleep.” I said hesitantly. Then opening 
the door a crack and letting my eyes fall 
on each outline in bed, I pulled it to noise- 
lessly and turned back to Barney. “Re- 


say. “Sure, 


member. You've got to have me back in a 
half-hour. Promise?” 


“Sure,” he said nonchalantly. “If it 


don’t take you all night to eat a sandwich.” 
He was smiling again and I knew he was 
pleased. 


ARNEY LED ME to his coupe parked 
a few doors. down and started the 
motor with a great roar as we started to 


pull away. At the end of the block, jng 
as we turned off on the street that woul 
lead us to the edge of town, a light from 
a passing car showed up in one brief 
instant a light blue Cadillac with a bey 
front fender. I thought to myself that jt 
was like the one that Barney’s friend 
drove, but said nothing about it for | 
was more concerned at the moment aboy 
getting where were going and getting back. 

“You know where you're going?” | 
asked casually. 

“Sure,” Barney laughed. “Out t 
Tony’s Shack. He’s the only one who 
can make a decent sandwich.” 

“But that’s ten miles out!” I objected 
quickly. 

“So what? We'll be there in 15 mip. 
utes. Fifteen minutes to get there, fifteen 
minutes to eat, and fifteen minutes to get 
back.” 

“But that’s forty-five minutes, Barney! 
You promised .. .” 

“Yeah, I know what I said. But what's 
fifteen minutes on a half-hour. Quit wor. 
rying. willya?” 

I sat silently as Barney maneuvered the 
little coupe in and out of traffic on the 
highway and finally brought it to a stop in 
front of Tony’s place. I had never been 
there before, but from what the papers 
and everybody had said, the place had a 
bad reputation and I didn’t like being 
there. 

“Two of your jumbo sandwiches,” Bar. 
ney ordered once we were inside and set- 
tled in a booth. “A glass of beer for me 
and a coke for the lady.” 

“Let’s dance while we’re waiting,” he 
suggested, turning to me. 

“No, Barney. I don’t think we should,” 
I pleaded. But there was no use arguing 
with him. He pulled me to my feet and 
elbowed his way through the crowd. | 
kept thinking about the children and all 
sorts of imaginations rushed through my 
mind. I started once to tell Barney about 
having noticed his friend in the light blue 
Cadillac, but decided against it when he 
seemed so determined to keep on dancing. 
The orchestra swung into one number 
after another, and though I saw the waiter 
when he brought our order, Barney kept 
insisting that we still had plenty of time. 

“Please, let’s eat our sandwiches while 
they’re hot,” I begged, but Barney only 
insisted on one more dance. 

Finally, when I threatened to walk out 
and take a cab back to town he gave it 
reluctantly. In silence we sat there eat: 
ing. I wolfed mine down in tremendous 
gulps, but Barney ate slowly, apparently 
unconcerned about my anxiety. “Know 
what?” he said importantly. “I could 
open up a joint like this. I know just 
the spot. There’s an empty farmhouse 
about three miles up the road off Highway 
Three that would be just the thing if 4 
guy had enough money. 

“Please, Barney, I've got to get back,” 
I said impatiently, ignoring his idle spect 
lations. 


“Okay! Okay!” he snapped, throwing 
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down his sandwich in anger. “You're just 
like all other women. I bring you out for 


a good time, and what do you do? Nag, 
nag, nag—that’s all I hear!” Abruptly 


he drew himself up from the table and 
stalked toward the door. I followed be- 
hind, too concerned now over Mrs. Cun- 
ningham’s children to really care whether 
Barney was angry or not. 

Neither of us said a word as we drove 
back to town. When we finally parked in 
front of the Cunningham house, I wanted 
to say something to make up for how I 
had behaved, but before I had a chance 
to. Barney barked, “Get out!” In the dim 
yellowish light of the street lamp I saw 
his face, hard and bitter. It was as though 
he had suddenly become an entirely dif- 
ferent person. He sat looking straight 
ahead and when I asked timidly if I 
would see him Monday after school his 
only answer was, “Get back to your baby 
sitting, school girl!” 

I stepped back from the car in time 
for him to pull away with a violent mesh- 
ing of gears and an angry, impatient roar 
of accelerated gas. A quick. stifled cry 
escaped my lips as I called after him. 
Somehow I knew that he was speeding 
out of my life for good. Tears almost 
blinded me as I ran, half stumbling. into 
the Cunningham house, but once inside, 
and settling back against the door closing 
behind me, I breathed a sigh of relief that 
everything was just as I had left it. On 
tiptoe I walked to the children’s bedroom 
and eased the door open and listened. I 
didn’t want to turn on the light for fear 
of waking them, but I could hear their 
breathing, and after a moment, when [ 
heard Jackie flop over. I was satisfied that 
everything was all right. 

Slowly I walked back to the living room, 
turning over in my mind the wretched turn 
of events that had ruined completely what 
Thad hoped would be an evening of happi- 
ness. I couldn’t help thinking about Bar- 
ney and the way he had kissed me—the 
way I had tingled when he had held me 
close. I had been a fool, I thought bit- 
terly, turning Barney away, worrying, 
when there had really been no need. I 
decided that somehow I would make it up 
to him on Monday. I'd show him that I 
wasn’t just a school girl: I'd let him know 
I could be a woman too when I wanted to. 

How long I sat there, thinking about 
what I would say and do when I saw 
Barney again, I don’t know. But I guess 
it must have been nearly two o'clock when 
Iheard the Cunninghams returning home. 
Mrs. Cunningham began apologizing for 
having stayed longer than she had planned, 
and handed me an extra dollar for what 
she called “my inconvenience.” 

“They weren’t any trouble, were they?” 
she asked, fishing in her purse. 

“Oh, no,” I said quickly. “They slept 
all evening.” 

“Well, soon as you get your things on, 
Mildred, 'll run you home,” Mr. Cunning- 
ham put in. 

“Right away,” I answered and thanked 
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Mrs. Cunningham and said goodnight as 
she started toward the children’s bedroom. 
I pulled on one sleeve of my coat and 
started toward the door when suddenly, 
behind me, a piercing scream rattled off 
the silent walls. of the empty room. I 
turned automatically and saw Mrs. Cun- 
ningham standing at the door of the bed- 
room, her face a picture of stark horror. 

“Mildred!” she cried. “Where’s’ Car- 
men?” 

I ran back. “Why she’s—she’s right 
there in bed!” I stammered. “None of 
them has made a sound all night.” 

“But she’s not there!” Mrs. Cunning- 
ham screamed, nearly in hysteria. “Her 
bed’s empty!” 

I stared into the room. The two little 
boys sat up sleepily in their bunks. But 
Carmen’s crib was empty. The covers 
were tumbled, and I realized instantly 
that one of the blankets was gone. 

“Oh, my baby,” Mrs Cunningham began 
sobbing. “What’s happened to my baby.” 

Mr. Cunningham, standing behind me, 
put his hand on my shoulder. “Are you 
sure you were right here all evening?” he 
said sharply. 

“Oh, yes sir,” I lied quickly, then felt 
my body go weak at the thought of what 
might have happened in the time I had 
been gone. Terror welled up inside me 
and I avoided looking either of them in 
the face. 

“Oh, my baby. My poor, poor baby,” 
Mrs. Cunningham sobbed pitifully and be- 
gan searching wildly about the room. 

“Now let’s not get all excited,” Mr. Cun- 
ningham tried to comfort. “She must be 
somewhere in the house. She couldn’t 
have gone far without this.” He picked 
up her brace and held it awkwardly. 

“No, she couldn’t have gone far,” I re- 
peated. “She just couldn’t.” I felt sick 
all over as if I had suddenly committed 
some terrible crime and knew that my 
punishment was just as suddenly at hand. 
I ran hopefully from room to room, and 
returned, it seemed, always to the same 
silent rooms, revealing nothing except the 
ticking of a clock or the stuttering of a 
refrigerator motor shutting itself off. 

Mrs. Cunningham collapsed in a heap 
on the davenport, muttering, “She’s so 
little, so helpless. All alone and nobody 
to care for her.” I walked over and stood 
beside her, trembling with the knowledge 
of what I had done and dared not admit. 

“Mildred,” she pleaded. “Are you sure 
you didn’t leave them for a minute?” 

I burst into sobs. “Oh, Mrs. Cunning- 
ham I would die before I’d let anything 
happen to Carmen. She was just like my 
own little sister.” 


[N A MOMENT, hardly before we real- 

ized it, the wail of sirens brought a 
swarm of police to the house. At once it 
seemed the place was suddenly alive with 
action. Commands were barked. Flash- 
bulbs began popping, and the same ques- 
tions, asked by a big policeman making 
notes were asked of each of us in turn. 
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“Do you suppose ‘she was kidnapped?” 
Mr. Cunningham asked anxiously. 

“Might have been,” the big policeman 
answered and kept on making notes. An- 
other officer joined him hurriedly. handed 
him a cigarette butt, and whispered some- 
thing in his ear. He glanced over at me, 
dropped the cigarette butt in an envelope, 
and placed it in his pocket. 

“You understand, Miss,” he said, look- 
ing directly at me, “if there’s anything 
you haven’t told us, now’s the time. It 
won’t do any good to hold anything back, 
because we’re bound to find out sooner 
or later.” 

I met his cold gaze and felt icy ripples 
of fear creeping over my body. I was 
scared speechless. I wanted to cry out 
and tell everyone that I had not been 
there all the time as I had lied, but the 
chill, unsympathetic look on the big po- 
liceman’s face seemed to tighten me up 
inside, choking back whatever words I 
would have wanted to say. 

Finally when they had gone. leaving 
only a guard outside for the night, I tele- 
phoned Mom, explaining to her what had 
happened, and telling her that I would 
have to spend the night there. She was 
as puzzled as everyone else, but I didn’t 
dare tell her what I had done.  After- 
wards, I tried to sleep through what was 
left of the early morning, but sleep 
wouldn’t come. I was too troubled by the 
gnawing fear of what would happen when 
I was finally found out. 

It wasn’t until Mr. Cunningham went 
out to bring in the morning papers about 
eight o’clock that the tell-tale note was 
found. It was printed on a scrap of paper 
and sealed in a plain envelope. “If your 
kid’s worth $10,000 to you,” it read, “wrap 
this amount in small bills in a shopping 
bag and throw it out of your car window 
on Highway Three where it crosses East 
River Road. Do it by midnight sharp 
Monday night if you want to see your 
kid alive again. Don’t go to the police. 
If you do your baby will be killed.” 

Mr. Cunningham’s face went pale. “Just 
what I expected,” he said weakly. “Some- 
body knows about the money we inherited 
and has figured out a way to get part of 
it from us.” He slumped in a chair like 
a tired preacher, exhausted from the gym- 
nastics of a Sunday sermon. 

I dropped my eyes to the floor and tried 
to avoid Mr. Cunningham’s helpless stare. 
That note must have been put in the mail- 
box, I thought to myself, some time last 
night when I was out with Barney. It 
couldn’t have been put there since for the 
policeman had been on guard all night, 
and there hadn’t been a sign of anyone 
stirring in the streets except the paper 
boy in the morning. 

Mrs. Cunningham, running into the 
room in answer to her husband’s urgent 
call, quickly seized the note and let her 
eyes travel over it frantically as though 
trying to find some hidden clue. Then 
almost as quickly she was clutching at her 
husband with hands that trembled in stark 


terror. “You've got to give it to them, 
Don!” she pleaded wildly. “Oh, please! 
You've got to give it to them!” 

“It’s all right, darling,” Mr. Cunning. 
ham comforted. “Ill do as they say, | 
can’t get the money today. It’s Sunday, 
But I'll get it tomorrow—first thing. And 
if the police haven’t .. .” 

“Oh, no!” she cut in. “The police 
mustn't intervene!” But her protests were 
already too late for the officer who had 
been outside, was already on the phone 
reading the note to headquarters. 

I sauntered out of the room unnoticed 
and started making beds just to keep busy, 
Over and over I kept telling myself that 
I ought to tell them about last night and 
the short while I had been away from the 
house, but surely Barney couldn’t have 
been mixed up in this. And if I got him 
involved now, he never would forgive me, 
Yet there was something about that note 
that sounded as if I had heard part of it 
somewhere before. What had it said? 
“Drop the money on Highway Three where 
it crosses East River Road.” Highway 
Three! Yes, that was it! Barney had 
said something about wishing he could 
open a night club in an empty farmhouse 
off Highway Three! But, No! It couldn't 
mean that. 

I stifled a little cry of sudden realiza. 
tion as the pieces began to fall in place. 
An empty farmhouse! An empty farm- 
house off Highway Three! Every nerve 
tingled inside me. How could I have been 
so stupid not to guess! Barney had pur. 
posely persuaded me to leave the house, 
and his friend—the one in the _ yellow 
jacket with the blue Cadillac—had some. 
gotten into the house and carried away 
Carmen! I went numb with fear and | 
could feel the perspiration pouring out all 
over my body, hot and sticky. I knew that 
I couldn’t keep secret any longer what | 
had done the night before. I'd have to 
tell them the truth even if they hated me 
for it, even if it meant going to jail and 
bringing shame to my poor mother. 

Mr. and Mrs. Cunningham were still in 
the living room with the policeman when 
I walked in. In hurried, jumbled sen- 
tences I confessed everything to them. I 
told them about Barney and how he had 
come to the house, and how we had gone 
off together leaving the children asleep 
and alone. 

Mrs. Cunningham listened in wide-eyed 
disbelief. “Oh, Mildred,” she sobbed, 
“how could you?” Her husband, anger 
burning in his eyes as he strained to catch 
every word, cursed under his breath and 
clinched his fists. 

In a moment other police arrived and 
began questioning me all over again. | 
repeated everything I had said_ before, 
and as the big policeman stood over me 
taking it down, he grinned knowingly, ap 
parently satisfied that he knew I had been 
lying all the time. Then he stepped to 
the telephone and barked quick com- 
mands: “Spread a dragnet up and down 
Highway Three for 50 miles. Look for 
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an empty farmhouse. Look for a blue 
Cadillac with a damaged front fender. 
Look for a man wearing a yellow jacket. 
Look for a young colored punk named 
Barney Whelan!” 


HEN HE had hurried out of the 
house, the others following behind 
him, I buried my face in my hands and 
Jet loose the flood of tears that had welled 
up inside me. Mrs. Cunningham tried to 
comfort me as best she could, but I 
couldn’t rid myself of the feeling of guilt 
and shame that kept tugging at my con- 
science. Mr. Cunningham, pacing nerv- 
ously back and forth across the room, 
turned fnially and said, “I'm going out 
end have a look over that highway myself.” 
I looked up just in time to see him rush 
out of the room. “Please, Mr. Cunning- 
ham,” I called after him. “Could I—that 
is, could I go with you?” I wanted to do 
something. I couldn’t just sit there, wait- 
ing, knowing that I had caused this ter- 
rible thing to happen, and not be able to 
help undo it. 

“I guess it'll be all right,” he mumbled 
and started out of the house. 

Police were everywhere on the road 
when we finally turned off on Highway 
Three and I guess we must have gone 
about eight or nine miles when I noticed 
anarrow dirt road ahead, half-hidden by a 
billboard sign. “Maybe there’s a house up 
in there, Mr. Cunningham,” I suggested 
timidly, pointing so he wouldn’t miss it. 

He slowed the car, turned in the road 
then stopped. “Doesn’t look like it’s been 
traveled much,” he muttered almost in- 
audibly. “But still it must lead 
where. Wouldn’t hurt any to take a look.” 

The lane was bumpy and dusty and we 
had to go slow to feel our way over the 
deep ridges. It winded sharply at times, 
then suddenly seemed to be one small 
hill after another. I kept licking my lips 
to keep them from being dry, but the 
farther on we went the more my heart 
seemed to pound fiercely inside me. It was 
like knowing that something terrible was 
going to happen, and though you had tried 
to prepare for it, you knew that you 
wouldn’t know just what to do when that 
final moment came. 

Then suddenly, as we turned a sharp 
curve and reached the top of a hill, there 
it was—scarcely 500 yards away. An old 
empty farmhouse! Almost mechanically, 
Mr. Cunningham stopped the car, then let 
it roll slowly backward down the hill out 
of sight. When we finally stopped he said 
hoarsely, “We'll have to go back up there 
on foot and try to crawl closer for a better 
look.” 

I nodded obediently and started fol- 
lowing him on tiptoe. Then just as we 
reached the top of the hill again, a child’s 
frightened crying suddenly broke the quiet 
of the still countryside. 

“It’s Carmen!” [ breathed. 
as suddenly it was quiet again. 
Mr. Cunningham’s eyes were taking in 
everything as though he was trying to de- 


some- 


Then just 


cide on the best way to reach the farm- 
house. “You see that big bush in the 
back yard?” he whispered at last. I 
nodded. 

“I’m going to crawl through the brush 
until I get around there. When I reach 
it P’ll stick my hand up in the air for just 
a second. When you see me do that you 
start screaming to draw them out. While 
they’re after you Ill sneak in and get 
Carmen, make it back to the car, and 
pick you up out on the highway. I don’t 
think they'll follow you that far.” 

“But what if they shoot me?” I pro- 
tested. “They must have guns.” 

“And what if they kill Carmen!” he 
snapped angrily. 

I closed my eyes and prayed. I had to 
do it. I knew I had to do it. I was trem- 
bling all over and the blood seemed sud- 
denly to turn into ice in my veins, but I 
knew I'd have to go through with Mr. 
Cunningham’s scheme. I watched him as 
he crawled away through the brush, then 
fixed my gaze on the bush he had pointed 
out. It seemed like an eternity standing 
there all alone, hearing only the noises of 
a frog croaking somewhere mixed with 
the hideous screeching of a crow flying 


overhead. Then suddenly I saw Mr. Cun- 





ningham’s big hand fly up and I let loose | 


with a scream that seemed to turn the en- 
tire countryside into a horrible nightmare. 

The front door was flung open and I 
saw the man in the yellow jacket rush 
forward, gun in hand, Barney crowding 
behind him. A shot rang out from some- 
where, and as I turned to run I caught a 
glimpse of Mr. Cunningham racing across 
the yard with Carmen in his arms. More 
shots whistled through the air and I saw 
him pitch forward, his body huddling over 
the little girl. Suddenly police seemed to 
come from everywhere, and Mr. Cunning- 
ham, caught in the crossfire, tried as best 
he could to drag himself and his crippled 
daughter to cover. 

Then in an instant it was all over. I 
saw a policeman leading Barney outside, 
his hands in the air, then another emerged 
holding the man in the yellow jacket. One 


of the officers lifted Mr. Cunningham off | 


Carmen, and I ran to her and held her 
close, praying and thanking God that she 
hadn’t been harmed. Someone made a 
bandage to stop the bleeding from the 
bullet wound in Mr. Cunningham’s shoul- 
der, and in a short while we were speed- 
ing back to town. 

For days after that I brooded silently 
in my own room at home after school. I 
avoided all my old friends and refused to 
join them in the back room at Mrs. Bryce’s 
drugstore. Gracie, my girl friend, tried to 
console me, tried to make me realize that 
it had all been a bad dream that had 
passed just as quickly as it had come, but 
I still couldn’t help feeling bitter, know- 
ing that I had been the cause of all that 
had happened. 

Then when the day of the trial arrived 
I burned with shame all over when I had 
to get on the witness stand and tell every- 
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thing that had happened on that horrible 
night. I could feel Barney’s solemn gaze 
burning into me with bitter hatred as I 
carefully went over every little detail. 
There was a sneer on his face and I 
couldn’t help but think about the times 
when I had rushed to meet him after 
school, how I had thrilled to his every 
touch and had been willing to turn against 
my own friends who had tried to warn 
me against him. I shuddered to think how 
foolish I had been, how easily I had been 
taken in by his smooth flattery and ex- 
pensive gifts, how I had refused to listen 
to Mom’s warnings. 

But when it was all over, and I had 
heard the judge sentence him to life im- 
prisonment, I somehow felt relieved deep 
inside me. Then when Mrs. Cunningham 
put her arm around my waist as we started 
out of the courtroom, I seemed to find 
more courage than I had known in weeks. 
“Don’t feel badly, Mildred,” she said 
gently, “you'll meet the right man some- 
day and you'll know then what it really 
is to be in love.” 

I gave her a quiet smile and saw in her 
eyes the light of forgiveness and under- 
standing. In my heart I knew she was 
right, and I knew too that, no matter what 
happened, I would never, never make that 


THE END 


mistake again. 





Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 10) 


by increase your earning power, a college 
education will help you. Figures prove 
that average earnings increase in propor- 
tion to schooling. A college grad’s annual 
salary is about a thousand dollars more 
than that of a high school grad. 

If you wish social prestige, to assume 
civic and community responsibilities and 
gain power, that degree will go far in pav- 
ing the way to leadership. 

If you are going to college—because 
that is where all good athletes go—and 
you have a scholarship to prove that you 
are a good athlete—you have nothing to 
worry about except your diet and your 
roommate’s snoring. 

If you want to marry a college-bred 
mate. where is a better place to find one? 

The very thought of college is so glam- 
orous and exciting, that it often obscures 
the real reasons for enrolling. All sum- 
mer long you eye those ravishingly smart 
campus girl wardrobes in the fashion mag- 
azines and listen to your best friend’s in- 
cessant chatter about her perfectly wonder- 
ful times at Boola Boola. You want to 
belong to a sorority and attend the snazzy 
formals and wear a fraternity pin over 
your heart. There is nothing wrong about 
that. But get a little book learnin’ too, 
just in case the football hero you marry 
cant make gains against the family ex- 
You may have to step in to keep 
he landlord away from the door. 
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Harlem 
Gang 
Girl 


(Continued from Page 19) 


ing a tight-fitting skull cap. She had on 
a dirty blue sweater and her breath smelled 
strongly of cigarets. She was about my 
age. The corridor was crowded as we kids 
were getting things out of our lockers 
preparatory to going home for the day. 

“['m Virginia,” I replied in a friendly 
tone. “What’s yours?” 

There was no friendliness in her face as 
she glared at me. She looked around to 
see if any of the teachers were in sight, 
then moved up close to me and pulled out 
a long knife from her pocketbook. 

“You're one of them fly chicks, ain’t 
you?” she whispered fiercely. I could feel 
the point of the knife pressing against the 
flesh of my side. I started to scream in 
horror, but a look into her blood-shot eyes 
deterred me. I had never encountered any- 
thing like this before. I had never seen 
the girl before. I wanted to run but my 
feet were planted as in concrete right there 
in front of her. 

“I’m the queen in this school,” she told 
me in a lowered voice filled with hate and 


contempt. “All you new gals have to come 
by me. I need some money. If you don’t 


gimme what you got, I'll kill you.” 

Cold sweat broke out on my forehead as 
I fumbled nervously in the pocket of my 
jacket and handed her the 60 cents mama 
had given me for lunch and carfare. “Ain’t 
you got no more’n this?” she asked me in 
disgust. I shook my head fearfully. As I 
did so she raised the hand in which she 
had my money, clenched it into a small 
bony fist and socked me on the jaw. She 
turned and ran as I screamed loudly. The 
other children in the hall looked around in 
surprise. When they saw the girl fleeing 
down the hall toward the staircase, they 
turned their heads around and continued 
what they were doing. I later learned that 
every one of them lived in constant fear of 
the girl who called herself Queenie. 

I felt my jaw where I had been struck. 
It seemed as if she had hit me with a black- 
jack for it ached as though I needed a 
tooth pulled. Sobbing, I got my books out, 
slipped on my coat and started out of the 
building. On the way down the steps an- 
other girl stepped up beside me. I looked 
around, scared that it was Queenie again. 
Instead, it was a heavy-set, brawny, brown- 
skinned girl wearing a leather jacket. Her 
hair was very short and her skirt looked as 
if she slept in it. Her large feet were 
encased in some casuals. 

“So Queenie got you!” she laughed, fall- 
ing in step with me as we walked toward 
Seventh Avenue. Around us kids were 
running, playing, screaming and having 
fun. “She’s a rough chick,” my companion 





continued, running a grimy. hand into th 
pocket of her jacket and extracting a pack 
of cigarets. “Want one?” she asked q 
she lit up. I shook my head. I never kney 
any girls who smoked. In fact. where | 
came from people said nasty things aboy 
women who smoke in public. 

“You live on 142nd Street, don’tcha” 
she said. “I know. We checked up op 
you when you first moved there. My name's 
Belle, but the gang calls me Bombe 
*cause I can whip any girl in Harlem. |’p 
the only gal Queenie’s scared of. What's 
your name?” I told her and we walked 
along silently for a moment or so. A boy, 
slim and brown in a slipover sweates 
stepped out of a doorway and came up in 
front of us. 

“Who’s this little chick, Bomber?” he 
asked. 

“Oh, this is Virginia. She lives on 142nd 
Street, you know, the new girl in the 
block.” 

“You hep her to what she’s gotta put 
down to live round here?” 

“I was just startin’ to knock her down 
to what’s goin’ on when you come up.” 

“Well, she’s gotta be straight if she’s 
gonna be a Killerette. We don’t want no 
squares in our gang. Dig?” He faded 
back into the hallway where I saw him in 
a furtive glance over my shoulder, smoking 
a cigaret as he kept a wary eye on who 
passed in front of the big eight-story apart. 
ment building. 

“That’s the Weasel,” Bomber confided, 
“He is one of the lookouts for the Killers, 
We call him an ‘eye.’ He’s tough, too. Been 
up to Warwick Training School twice. He 
stabbed a Spaniard when we had that big 
rumble down in Spanish Harlem a year 
ago. Lotta them cats got their wigs trimmed 
in that one.” She laughed as she rem- 
inisced. 

“Look, Virginia,” she said. “You gotta 
be a member of the Killerettes or they 
won't let you live in that block. At least 
you won't be able to come out in the street 
to go to the store or to school. You'll have 
to be with your mama or your papa or 
your head’ll be whipped every day. Only 
reason I come up to you in school was be- 
cause you didn’t scream when Queenie 
busted you one. Queenie is a lone wolf 
chick. She used to belong to the Killerettes 
but she got too big for her britches and cut 
out on her own. We gonna get her one of 
these days, but ain’t nobody come up with 
enough nerve to stand up to her. You 
wanna join the Killerettes?” 

There was nothing for me to do but nod 
in assent, “I'll see you soon,” Bomber said, 
and looking around I saw her running 
back down the street. She turned in at the 
apartment entrance where the Weasel had 


gone. 


STARTED to tell Mama about what 
had happened but thought better of it 
and said nothing as we ate supper that 
evening. You see my mother is young, 
only 32, and is as pretty a woman as any 
man could want. My father, Henry, is just 
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ayear older than she. Both of them should 
have been in college or somewhere finish- 
ing out their youth, but they had gotten 
married early and when I was born, I be- 
came the bond that made them mature. 
At least, they should have been mature, 
but Mama still likes to dance and Dad 
likes to get around with the boys. 

Mama makes the Savoy at least twice a 
week, whether Dad wants to go or not. 
Tonight they were fussing about her stay- 
ing out until after three o'clock the night 
before at the “Track” as they call the ball- 
room and being brought home by some 
young fellow she had been dancing with 
up there. That’s why I didn’t get a chance 
to let them know what had happened to 
me at school. 

My jaw still ached from that sock by 
Queenie as I went to bed. As I lay there 
in the small, stuffy room off from the bath- 
room and tried to go to sleep in the stifling 
heat of early September, I found myself 
looking forward to joining the Killerettes. 
It sounded exciting for up in Newburgh I 
had little or nothing to do but go to school, 
play around with a few of the white kids 
who lived in my neighborhood and then 
go into the house and to bed. But here in 
Harlem I could see that things were dif- 
ferent—at least, they were going to be that 
and it was thrilling to think about it. 

Three days later I came out of the school 
entrance to find Bomber and half a dozen 
more girls waiting at the door. They sur- 
rounded me and Bomber whispered in my 
ear, “It’s all right, Virginia. These broads 
is all Killerettes. We gonna initiate you 
this afternoon. If you stand up under what 
we gonna put on you, you'll be in. If you 
holler, you ain’t gonna like what'll happen 
to you if you still live round here and try 
to go to school every day by yourself.” 

We went down the street, cut across 
Eighth Avenue and went into a building in 
140th Street. We noisily clumped up five 
fights of dirty, dark steps in a hallway 
that reeked with the smell of stale beer, 
whiskey and wine. We walked down the 
hall past four or five doorways to an apart- 
ment at the rear of the building. Bomber 
tapped twice quickly, then gave five more 
short taps on the door. A peep-hole opened 
and I could see an eye peering out. A 
chain rattled as someone inside took off the 
burglar latch and opened the door. 

It was pitchblack inside. I couldn't see 
a thing and a feeling of fear gripped me. 
All of a sudden I wanted to run away, but 
Bomber, evidently thinking along the same 
lines with me, suddenly grabbed me by the 
shoulders and pushed me inside the door. 
The others followed her in. 

A pillow descended on my head with a 
heavy impact. As I threw up an arm to 
try to protect myself somebody slapped 
me. In a moment I could feel countless 
hands slapping at my face, head and body. 
Feet kicked me on the shins, legs and 
ankles. I couldn't see a thing. All I could 
do was listen to the heavy breathing of my 
unseen tormentors. 

I got fighting mad. I’m no coward and 


I wasn’t going to stand there and let any- 
body beat me half to death. I started 
swinging out blindly. My fingers yanked 
at hair, scratched at faces and my feet 
kicked at bodies. I fought as silently as 
they. I could feel my face bleeding from 
a cut and soon my nose started spilling 
blood. 

Maddened at the of 
scratched up, I decided to make it as rough 
I retreated 


thought being 
for them as they were for me. 
in such a ,way as to get my back to the 
wall. They were swarming all over and 
around me as I suddenly stooped. They 
were swinging wildly but at each other. 

I crawled on my hands and knees down 
what I took to be the hall. Cautiously I 
felt the wall as I went and pushing, I found 
a door. It was open and I crawled in and 
pushed it shut behind me. The tiles on 
the floor let me know I was in the bath- 
room. I up and wearily leaned 
against the wall. Outside I could hear 
them fighting up near the front door. 

“Turn on the light.” I heard Bomber 
snap suddenly. “We fighting each other. 
We let her get away!” A thin streak of 
light appeared under the edge of the bath- 
I heard hoarse curses of dis- 


stood 


room door. 
appointment and surprise from the crowd. 

“She didn’t go out the front door, for if 
she did, we'd a seen her,” I heard some- 
body say. “She must be in one of the 
rooms down the hall.” 

I heard them opening doors on the way 
back to the bathroom as searching parties 
of two’s and three’s gave each room a thor- 
I slipped behind the door 
I didn’t know 


The beat- 


ough inspection. 
in the bathroom trembling. 
what they planned to do to me. 
ing they gave me at the door, I felt, was 
just a certain-raiser to something else more 
horrible. 

Somebody stopped outside the bathroom 


door. “She’s in here,” I heard a girl 
holler. “Some of yall, come down here 


with me. This chick can battle an’ I ain’t 
gonna let her scratch me up without y’all 
gittin’ some of it, too!” 

“Come on out, Virginia,” Bomber called. 
“We know you're in there. We ain’t gonna 
hurt you. You're all right. baby!” 

I cautiously stepped from behind the 
door, opened it and came out into the light 
of the hall. There were at least 25 girls 
there. Many of them were scratched up, 
disheveled, panting and cursing. A red 
bulb overhead afforded the scant light in 
the hall. Bomber moved up to me and put 
an arm around my shoulders. The other 
girls fell back. 

“You're now a member of the Killerettes, 
Virginia,” she said to me, not unkindly. “If 
you had screamed, we'd a beat you half to 
Killerettes don’t scream an’ they 
don’t squeal. Now we gonna let you meet 
some of the executive members of the 
Killers. Hey, Bunny, call up Satin-Head 
an’ tell him’n the guys to come on over. 
Tell him we got a new gal in the gang an’ 
that she’s an okay chick.” 

The girl called Bunny, a skinny little 
thing whose dress had been half torn off 


death. 
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her in the fight in the hall, went into her 
mother’s bedroom where the telephone was 
located. I heard her dialing and then talk- 
ing to someone. I later learned that the 
girl auxiliary of the Killers made Bunny’s 
mother’s house their headquarters. 


“OU’D HAVE to see Satin-Head your- 

self to realize what happened to me. 
He was tall, about five feet 8 inches and 
weighed 145 pounds—a beautiful brown 
humk of man. He played basketball with 
the Killers Big Five in games at the Renais- 
sance Casino, the Golden Gate Arena and 
at Rockland Palace. He was terrific look- 
ing and talked in a soft voice that thrilled 
you when you heard him. He had a long, 
thin line of a scar from his left temple 
down to his chin, the result of a gang 
fight a couple of years before. His hair 
would knock you out. There wasn’t a 
speck of grease on it. It was just natural, 
straight hair as if he had Spanish blood 
in him and when he shook his head it fell 
into his eyes and I can see him now im- 
patiently tossing it back in place with his 
cupped hand. 

Satin-Head was president of the Killers. 
His word was law, more absolute than that 
of any school teacher, any cop or any par- 
ent. He ruled the lives, destiny and think- 
ing of over 150 boys in the Killers, boys 
division, and 75 girls in the auxiliary 
Killerettes. Since the Killers had been or- 
ganized back in 1928, there had been five 
presidents, but Satin-Head, who was 22 
years old, had been the boss of the gang 
for eight years. He had long since quit 
school and come to think of it, what could 
a teacher teach him? 

He was a constant thorn in the side of 
the police and juvenile authorities. He 
knew his way around and already owned a 
Cadillac convertible, a flashy job, in which 
he rode around Harlem with the authority 
that comes from the command of respect 
his appearance gets from his contem- 
poraries. 

I fell in love with Satin-Head the first 
time I saw him at one of the gang meeting 
places in the rear of the Soda Spa on 
Seventh Avenue. A bunch of us were 
there that evening killing time until the 
basketball game and dance at the Renny 
where the Killers Big Five was taking on 
the Brooklyn Buzz Saws. The jukebox was 
going and the waitress was busy passing 
around sodas and banana splits. 

Everybody got quiet as Satin-Head came 
in the side entrance of the back room. He 
was wearing a light camel-hair coat, an ex- 
pensive gray suit and tan shoes. He looked 
around slowly, a thin smile on his hand- 
some face. He waved a hand gaily and 
hollered, “Hi, gang!” We all “Hi’ed” 
back at him and then there was a big 
scramble as fellows rushed around him, 
fawning and vying for his attentions. 

! kept my seat at the table with Bomber, 
Bunny and some other girls. Satin-Head 
looked at us, saw me and walked slowly 
He looked at Bomber and at Bunny 
and asked, “Is this the new chick?” Bomb- 


over. 
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er nodded yes. I looked up at him and for 
a moment our eyes were locked. In his 
dark brown eyes I saw everything a girl 
could want from a man. 

Satin-Head stood erect next to me. He 
snapped his fingers for the waitress. 
“Bring these girls what they want,” he 
ordered. I protested that I hadn’t finished 
my soda and really didn’t want anything 
else. He palmed a pair of dice and with- 
out looking at me, threateningly said: 
“T say you’re gonna scarf with me, chick!” 
I nodded my head vigorously that I 
wouldn’t think of refusing to drink a soda 
with him. The girl went for it and when 
she put it on the table and I reached for 
it, Satin-Head yanked it from in front of 
me. 

Satin-Head’s hand went into an inside 
pocket of his overcoat and he brought out 
a piece of waxed paper. Opening it, he 
dunked the thin white powder it contained 
into my soda. I stared in fear and fascina- 
tion at the stuff as it bubbled its way into 
the body of the soda. “You babes want a 
pickup?” he asked Bomber and the others. 
They nodded and Satin-Head’s hand went 
back into the pocket for more of the stuff. 
“Drink it,” he ordered. Unwillingly I stuck 
a straw in the glass and started sipping. 
It made me cough. It had a strange, bit- 
ter-sweet taste and I didn’t like it, but 
under the impelling stare he directed to 
me I sucked the glass clean. 

I got a dizzy feeling as if I were being 
spun around in a playground swing. What- 
ever it was, the powder was potent. Bomber 
and Bunny were gaily sucking their straws, 
laughing and giggling as they did so. The 
place was filling up as kids on their way 
to the game packed in. My head seemed 
to become lighter and lighter and I had 
the sudden feeling I wanted to fly. Satin- 
Head’s face became a blur before my 
heavy-lidded eyes. From a distance I could 
hear the jukebox throbbing with the voice 
of Sarah Vaughan singing “Mean to me, 
why must you be mean to me? .. .” 


COULD HEAR the heavy hum of a 

high-powered motor throbbing away and 
the rush of cold air in my face as my head 
cleared. I opened my eyes and saw the 
white twin pencils of automobile headlights 
on the roadway. The car was roaring 
down the highway and looking to my left, 
I saw I was with Satin-Head. I became 
unreasoningly frightened. Where was he 
going? Why had he taken me from the 
Soda Spa and left the others there? What 
was it he had put in my drink? 

“Where-where are-are you taking me?” 
I asked. 

“Don’t worry, Babe,” he said in a tone 
of voice that thrilled me out of my fear. 
“You'll be happy about everything. I’m 
just taking you for a little ride.” 

I was silent as thoughts coursed through 
my head. It was Saturday night and I had 
already told Mama and Dad that I was 
going to a basketball game. They hadn’t 
paid much attention to what I was saying 
because Mama had been telling Dad she 


was going to a dance and he was telling 


her what time he wanted her home. And 
besides, I had my own key to the house 
tied on a string around my neck. They 
really wouldn’t know what time I got jp 
for many times I had come home as late 
as 3 o'clock to find I was the first to 
come in. 

The car sped out Grand Central Park. 
way and past La Guardia Airport. Satin. 
Head drove on past the Parkway exit that 
led to Long Island. I was wide awake 
now as my head cleared from the stuff he 
had put in my soda. 

“What was that stuff, Satin-Head?” | 
asked him. 

“What stuff? Oh—that was a little goof 
jive. You get it either in pills or powder, 
All the Killers and Killerettes use it. | 
give it to ’em first to get ’em used to it. 
You can’t get it from anybody but me and 
if you try to get some from somebody else, 
I'll know about it and break your head.” 
The latter was said roughly, meaningfully, 
I knew he would do just that. But I had 
no plans nor taste for his goof jive and 
could be counted upon, I thought, not to 
acquire the dangerous habit. 

We drove into a wilderness of darkness 
punctuated here and there by the lights 
from cottages and dim street lamps. He 
pulled next to a curb under a clump of 
trees. 

“This is it, Sugar,” Satin-Head told me 
as he turned off the ignition and yanked 
at the emergency brake. I still felt woozy 
from the goof jive powder as he put his 
arms around me... . 

From then on I was Satin-Head’s girl 
and he made no bones about letting all 
the Killerettes and Killers know it. 

I had told Mama and Dad that I was 
working after school at a Fifth Avenue 
women’s wear shop, a very exclusive place. 
They were so busy having fun themselves, 
trying to remain young that they hardly 
paid attention to what I was saying. 

I got to learn just what Satin-Head was 
really doing, and how he came into pos 
session of those huge wads of greenbacks 
he seemed to always carry in his billfold. 
He was the eastern distributor for a big 
narcotics ring. 

He “pushed” the stuff through his gangs, 
the Killers and Killerettes, nearly all of 
whom, I later found, were addicts to some 
degree or another. He paid off some of 
them with jobs wrapping reefers for which 
they were compensated at $10 an _ hour. 
Bunny’s mother’s home, I found, was the 
“studio” where kids were introduced to 
the dope habit. Her mother was “in” on 
it too, I learned. She was an old time 
“junkie” from Philadelphia where in her 
youth she used to be a show-girl in one of 
the big productions they had back in the 
early 1920s. 

Bunny, I found out, was much older 
than the rest of us girls in the Killerettes 
and had advanced far beyond the reefer- 
smoking, goof-ball stage to where she was 
an adept “seamstress” in the revolting, de- 
grading habit of “sewing” up her arm with 
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injections of heroin known as “horse” and 
cocaine, sometimes called “charter.” 

The payoff for the smart, shrewd, cagey 
Satin-Head was unbelievable. He had a 
system of collections that would turn a 
credit agency into an envious turmoil. He 
never lost more than two per cent of any 
deal. If he sold on credit to school kids 
through the Killers, certain “strong arm” 
factions from the gang were -always at his 
call to force the delinquent addict to cough 
up the money. Kids were thus introduced 
to stealing, mugging, and holdups with 
knives or zip guns to get money to pay for 
the dope they could not do without. 

I couldn’t bring myself to use any of 
the stuff. Reefers made me cough, had no 
efect on me. When Satin-Head tried to 
get me to use the needle one night I shied 
away like a skittish colt. 

“Never mind, Baby,” he laughed. “I 
don’t use it myself. Only squares and 
lanes pick up on that jive. In fact, I don’t 
want my girl to be a cokey. You don’t 
have to monkey around with it at all. Just 
you be sweet like you are.” 

I was soon giving orders in the Killer- 
ettes, supplanting Bomber on instructions 
from Satin-Head. Bomber and Bunny and 
the others didn’t like it at first. But it 
made no difference to Satin-Head how 
they felt and it meant nothing to me so 
long as I knew he was backing me up. 

“You're a smart young hen,” Satin-Head 
once told me. “I’m gonna make a lot of 
loot with you, baby.” Together we plotted 
a wider scope for the gang and for the 
activity in gaining new addicts. We had 
scouts rounding up new prospects. They 
“cased” likely candidates in playgrounds, 
on the stoops of apartment buildings, in 
Central Park, in the candy and drugstores, 
everywhere kids were to be found. Some 
were forcibly made into addicts, others 
were led into the habit gently. 

With the money I was getting I started 
buying some really fancy and expensive 
clothes which I kept in a room I rented in 
a side street uptown. I wore them to 
Broadway and Greenwich Village night 
clubs where Satin-Head took me. 

“I don’t wanna take you around them 
uptown joints,” he told me. “No need let- 
ting too many cats know about us.” 


HE INTERNECINE gang warfares in- 

volving the Killers with such outfits as 
the Swanky Gents, the Long Island Braves, 
the St. Nicholas Terrors, the Lenox Avenue 
Wrecking Crew and others dwindled off. 
We in the Killers and the Killerettes were 
too busy making money, and I suppose the 
other gangs had seen the light for they 
showed little inclination for zipgun, brass 
knucks and knife battles as in the past. 

Only violence that brought attention 
the gangs was the business of mugging or 
tolling drunks or snatching purses after 
knocking down the owners. There were 
innumerable holdups and 
apartment elevators in which the victims 
were roughly handled, one, fatally. 

The woman who had been strangled to 


i 


muggings in 


death had been the victim of a couple of 
the Killerettes, Bomber and Bunny. Both 
had been “charged” up that night and 
were short of cash to buy more. They had 
been roaming the streets uptown in search | 
of likely victims and when they saw a 
woman enter a building on 151st Street off 
St. Nicholas Avenue, they followed her 
into the lobby. It was around 4 o’clock 
in the morning, and the woman was almost 
staggering from an overload of whiskey. 
She had on a long evening gown, evidently 
coming home from some formal affair, for 
her escort remained in the taxicab which 
pulled away as soon as she got out. 

Bomber and Bunny, I found out when 
Satin-Head and the “Inner Council” of the 
Killers had them up for complete “exam- 
ination,” had entered the automatic ele- 
vator with her. Bunny had grabbed her 
purse as Bomber put the “crook” on her 
neck. Evidently the dope-crazed Bomber 
had applied too much pressure for the 
woman fell to the floor of the elevator as it 
went up. Bomber and Bunny got off on 
the sixth floor, ran up the steps to the sky- 
light leading to the roof and fled across 
four or five rooftops to a building on the 
corner and then came down to the street. 

All they got from the robbery was 79 
cents. 

Sobered but not remorseful, the two told 
their side of what took place as Satin-Head 
and about 40 of the gang listened quietly. 
When they had told their story, Satin-Head 
got up, walked over to the two girls and 
without a word backhanded each of them 
across the face several times. Blood 
spurted from their noses, but they took it 
without even a whimper. 

“We gotta lay low on this deal,” Satin- 
Head said in an ominous tone. “That 
woman these arm-happy chicks wigged for 
good was Mrs. T. Watkinson Egbert, wife 
of that cat who is the pastor of the Burning 
Bush Baptist Church. There’s gonna be a 
big stink in the papers about it and the 
bulls are gonna be hot for a long time. I 
oughta knock off these two squares, but 
that won’t do no good. Let’s cop a trill 
and hole up for a while. Maybe it'll all 
blow over. I hope it will.” 

But it didn’t blow over. The New York 
Colored Dispatch, biggest weekly in the 
community, having little to headline among 
the routine stabbings, murders, and rob- 
beries, seized on the Egbert case as their 
big story of the year. They screamed and 
screeched in big black type that the com- 
munity was going to the dogs, that the 





police were no good, a bunch of incom- 
petent ignoramuses who only knew how to 
third degree some innocent pedestrian or 
to act as bodyguards to known hoodlums 
and gamblers instead of giving citizens the 
protection they paid for in taxes. 


GS OMETHING SEEMED to happen to 
\ Satin-Head. The constant hammering 
away at the case, the forming of a Harlem 
Citizens Protective Association to break up 
organized bands of muggers, the spotlight 
thrown on the traffic in dope in Harlem by | 
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both the police and the U. S. Treasury De- 
partment seemed to have gotten under his 
skin. He was jumpy, nervous and he was 
taking it out on me. 

One night he suddenly slapped me in 
the face as we rode out over the Tribor- 
ough Bridge to Long Island. The sting of 
his hand on my face awoke me to the fact 
that Satin-Head was a changed man. I re- 
membered as I sobbed at his side that he 
was getting careless in his attire. His 
clothes were rumpled, his shirts, once spot- 
less. were soiled. He frequently needed a 
shave. There was a wild look in his eyes. 

“Tm gettin’ sick of you young punks.” 
he muttered by way of explanation for the 
slap for I had said nor done nothing to 
merit such treatment. “Ain’t none of you 
got sense enough to come in when it’s rain- 
ing. An’ that goes for you, too, you—!” 
I cringed, expecting to be slapped again. 
He didn’t but pressed his foot all the way 
to the dashboard on the gas. The big 
Cadillac leaped ahead like a_ scorched 
horse. He cut in and out of traffic reck- 
lessly as cars pulled aside and let him 
past. The speedometer crept quickly up 
to 80 miles an hour. 

| heard the shrill, warning siren of a 
motorcycle cop. I looked at Satin-Head. 
His face was a frozen mask of evil. 1 
didn’t know what had come over him, but 
Jooking at him then. 1 knew I didn’t love 
him any more. Hatred for him, for what 
he stood for enveloped me. My face still 
stung from that hard slap he had given me 
with no provocation at all. 

Satin-Head was trying to outrun the 
motorcycle cop and he was doing it until 
we sped past the airport and headed 
around Flushing Bay for the exit to Long 
Island. The Parkway along this section is 
poorly paved with many small rises and 
fairly deep gullies in it. At normal speed. 
one has no trouble. but in a car going 80 
miles an hour, recklessly driven by a near 
maniac, anything can happen—and it did. 
We went down and up, down and up. 
passed under a viaduct and Satin-Head 
lost control. The car ran off the highway, 
smashed into a tree, turned over and over. 

It was in a hospital cot when I came to. 
The white walls, linen and fixtures reflect- 
ed the brightness of the lights into my 
eyes. . I opened them again. At the 
bedside sat a couple of policemen. 

“Feel like you can talk, girl?” one of 
them asked me in not too unkindly a tone. 

“Talk about what?” I asked. My chest 
pained me awfully and I couldn’t move 
one of my legs. When I tried to lift my 
left arm, it remained limply at my side. I 
then felt the bandages on my head and 
I guess I was covered with them. 

“You know, babe, about that junkie you 
were riding with when he wrecked his car 
out there last night. We know who he 
was. We want you to tell us the truth.” 

“Where is he?” I asked, suddenly appre- 
hensive. I hated Satin-Head. but my hate 
wasn't old enough to want to see him hurt 
in any manner. 

“He’s dead,” the other cop said in a 
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matter-of-fact voice. “‘He’s over at the 
Three or four more policemen 
One of them was in 


morgue.” 
came up to the bed. 
plainclothes. 

“What’s your name, girl?” the one in 
plainclothes asked. leaning over me with 
his hands bracing himself on the edge of 
the bed. I didn’t know whether to tell him 
or not. I guess I would have remembered 
my training as a Killerette and kept quiet 
until hell freezes over had not the door to 
the ward opened and my Mama and Dad 
come in. 

They rushed over to the bed. Mama 
fell down on her knees and wept unre- 


strainedly. Dad turned to the cops and 
said. “We are her parents. My name is 
Robert Wiley. Her name is Virginia. 


What happened? We got a telephone call 
at home that Virginia was here and rushed 
down.” 

“She was in an auto accident out on 
Grand Central Parkway just above the air- 
port.” the cop who was originally ques- 
tioning me, declared. “The guy she was 
with got killed in the wreck. She’s pretty 
badly banged up. Listen. Wiley. your 
daughter is mixed up in something mighty 
bad. She don’t want to talk about it. You’d 
better do something to make her open up 
or she'll go to the jug for a long, long 
as. 

Mama was hugging and kissing me. I 
felt funny inside. Where before I was 
filled with a determination to be like I was 
trained to be in the Killerettes, I now 
wanted someone to talk to as a girl talking 
to an older woman. Before I knew it, I 
was pouring out the entire story from be- 
ginning to end to Mama. The cops were 
close around the bed, taking it all in, but 
I didn’t see them or think about them be- 


ing there. All I wanted was for Mama to 


cuddle me up like she used to when I wa 
small up in Newburgh. 


HEY GOT Bomber and Bunny anj 

rounded up most of the Killers as wel 
as the Killerettes based on what I tolj 
them. I didn’t feel as if I were a stoolie 
Talking to the plainclothes man whom | 
later learned was from the Treasury De 
partment, I got the feeling that I was q 
last doing something worthwhile. 

Right here I'd like to offer some sound 
advice to any kids who read this story 9 
an incident in the life of a girl who didn} 
know what she was doing when she wen 
all out for some thrills. Don’t be squeam. 
ish about telling on hoodlums. There is ny 
street gang in the world that deserves such 
loyalty. All of them are bad and you can‘ 
go wrong if you come clean and tell the 
proper authorities what they are doing. | 
still don’t like social workers or police. 
men, but I’d rather run to them when I’m 
in trouble or when I know somebody is be. 
ing victimized than to keep it to myself on 
some mistaken theory of loyalty. Gangs 
aren't loyal to their members usually. Al] 
they are loyal to is the chance to steal, use 
one another, and to flout the law. 

I “spilled my guts” as they say. but | 
feel relieved. I feel like a new girl. Back 
here in Newburgh where Mama and Dad 
brought me to escape whatever reprisals 
remnants of the Killers and Killerettes 
might attempt on me for squealing, I am 
starting life anew. I’ve got a job working 
in a respectable, moderately wealthy fan- 
ily. Mama and Dad have cut out all that 
business of kicking up their heels and have 
settled down as respectable married _peo- 
ple. They go to church regularly and I've 
gotten the habit, too. 


THE END 





Dearly Beloved 
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and your child will need a father. Your 
first duty now lies with your new family 
rather than your old. Remember this in 
all your talks with the man you love. 

* * * 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am a young, rather 
attractive girl of 20 who has been married 
only a few months. Recently my husband 
entered college and that is where my prob- 
lems began. Before we were married, we 
agreed upon having the week-ends to go to 
movies, etc., since he would be studying 
during the week. He has broken his prom- 
ise and not only studies all week but all 
day Saturdays and Sundays as well. 

He becomes very disagreeable and angry 
if I ask him to take me out. He never 
helps me do anything and won’t allow me 
to take the car anywhere. There are con- 
tinued arguments between us which keep 
me upset at all times. I have fallen out 
of love with my husband and his love for 
me is fading. Please advise me as to what 


should be done. He has agreed upon an 
annulment. What do you advise? 
Mrs. Terry D. 

Dear Terry: If your marriage goes on 
the rocks, I feel that you will have no one 
to blame but yourself. I have known many 
college students but I have yet to meet one 
who enjoys studying all the time—especial- 
ly on week-ends. Some students do study 
every night and on Saturdays and Sundays 
but they do it because they have to and not 
because they want to. 

Your husband is evidently in that class 
and you are not making things any easier 
for him by trying to hold him to a promise 
made before marriage when he had no idea 
just how much of his time it would take to 
enable him to make a good showing in his 
studies. He is sacrificing his recreation 
now so that he will be better prepared to 
take care of you later. The least you can 
do is to cooperate during these early years 

even if it means that you have to take up 
knitting to keep yourself busy on the week- 
ends while your husband hits the books. 
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I looked 


arm and spoke. “Hello,” he said. 
up into the grey eyes of Reese Talbot. 
That moment I wasn’t an experienced 


model with too much self control. I’m sure 


| gaped. He smiled, waiting on me to 
return his greeting. Confused, I glanced 


back at my teen-age audience. They were 
yanishing single file like so many Indians. 

He followed my look and instantly was 
apologetic. “I hope I haven’t interrupted 
anything ?” 

I found my voice then. “Oh, that’s 
all right. That was just a pep talk.” 

He was gazing intently down at me as he 
talked. “So you are Letty King? I never 
knew your name, you know, until I 
that article and your picture in the paper. 
[recognized you right away. You used to 
have coffee on the campus, didn’t you?” 

I actually almost fluttered. “‘Yes, I did, 
Reese—” I caught myself. I could have 
kicked myself for that slip. 

But he was openly delighted. “Good, 
you know my name. Now you won’t think 
me too fresh. Can’t we place? 
Are you alone? It is raining and | could 
drive you home at least.” 

I must have said a general yes for next 
thing he was holding my coat and we were 
going out of the door before I remembered 
Bob. It proved a short-lived memory for 
Reese was saying something to me and | 
forgot Bob that same instant. To this day 
I don’t know if it was Bob or not who 
whistled shrilly from the doorway at our 
car as we pulled away from the curb. 


no, 


saw 


go some 


\\ TE WENT to the Aztec Club, the fash- 

ionable private club house made up 
mostly of Philadelphia professionals. 
Reese, of course, was a member. All of it 
seemed as if we had surely known each 
other a long time. To my surprise we 
found much to talk about and laugh over. 
Il explained how I knew his name and he 
explained how, since he was a recreational 
worker, he happened to attend the hobby 
show. We beamed at each other over our 
drinks and he said: “Here’s to my luck in 
finding you—and may I never you 
again,” 

After that unforgettable evening I saw 
Reese every chance I got. He showed up at 
the house more and more. That set tongues 
wagging among our neighbors who were 
old settlers and knew of the Talbots. Tran- 
quil Auntie was in seventh heaven. Reese 
became interested in my work, I in his. I 


lose 


met several of his closest friends, a few 
who were also at the university. All of 
them including the women genuinely 


seemed to like me. They were willing to 


accept me as the person I was. They loved 


Reese and the fact he chose me as his 


friend was reason enough. I had my 
heaven right here on earth. 
The few intimate friends I had liked 


Reese, too. With such mutual signs favor- 
ing us, we both gradually drew even closer 
than either of us realized at first. The very 
first rude jolt to my bliss came not long 
after. 

I naturally welcomed the time to come 
when Reese would take me to meet the 
other Talbots. When that time did come, 
it was Auntie, happy ally that she was, 
who suddenly became panicky at the idea. 
Don’t go, she reasoned, because maybe my 
feelings would be hurt. I tried to convince 
her otherwise. 

“T’ll just have to take that chance,” I 
told her. “Reese and I love each other. 
It’s only right I meet his family. It’s right 


they get to meet me. J don’t give a darn 
about them being uppity. That doesn’t 


faze me one bit. But what I really want is 
them to give us a chance. All of us owe 
each other that much. Yes, I want to meet 
them.” 

The Sunday afternoon finally came when 
Reese was to pick me up to go to his home. 
Mrs. Talbot was expecting us at three. I 
dressed in simple, smart black and pinned 
the camelias sent by Reese on my large 
envelope bag of black satin. I thrilled 
at the prospect, however shaky it looked, 
of being presented to the mother of the 
man I loved. I honestly didn’t care too 
much if she didn’t accept me. What I did 
want at least was her close-up of me and 
I wanted Reese to feel I was worthy. Surely 
she would see I wasn’t an adventuress. 
Even if I was from across the tracks I was 
human and knew the right fork to use. 

I took one last look in the mirror. “Good 
luck, kid,” I spoke to the image in it. “At 
least she'll be good eighty-five 
dollar dress and smelling some perfume to 
and went humming 


seeing a 
match.” I giggled 
downstairs to meet Reese. 

Standing in the doorway as we pulled 
off, Auntie peered after me. Quickly she 
put her crossed fingers up for good luck. 
I’ll need it, too, I reminded myself. “Why 
so quiet?” Reese asked, pushing on the 


radio button. “Scared?” 


I shook my head as I replied. “No, not 
scared. Maybe just a little worried.” Be- 
fore he could say anything I suddenly 


grasped his leg with tense fingers. I looked 
up at his surprised face which was busy 
watching traffic. I was almost desperate. 
“Reese,” I pleaded, “regardless what may 
happen today promise me you will always 
love me and we'll never be apart?” 

Perplexed, he put one hand on mine. He 
me all was well. Sooth- 
ingly he said, “Baby, honest now, Mother 
isn’t the bogey man sure enough. My folks 
may be a little set in their ways but—well, 
let’s not cross any bridges until we get to 
them, eh?” 

I relaxed and lit a cigarette. “Reese,” I 
asked, “have you ever taken any girls to 
your home before?” 


tried to reassure 
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He nodded. “Yep, several times.” 

Persistent, I kept on. “Were they girls 
you knew a long time, maybe grew up 
with?” 

Again he nodded. Beforehand I told my- 
self I didn’t care too much whether the 
Talbots accepted me. Yet somehow I now 
couldn’t seem to stop prodding him nor 
could I overlook the disturbing gnawing 
deep in me. 

What really did I want to know, Reese 
finally countered. 

I almost whispered an answer. 
darling, I don’t know, I just don’t!” 

Then we were at his house. 

It was of course exactly as I pictured it. 
Typical of old , true Philadelphia elegance, 
it looked the perfect setting for Tallulah 
Bankhead to come gliding out like a South- 
ern belle, mint julep in hand. Rich lush- 
ness was all over the place. I tried to 
think up a picture of me living there but 
nothing came. Reese deposited me in the 
living room, kissed my cheek and went off 
to find his mother. As it was I wondered 
why she wasn’t there to meet us. A huge 
crystal chandelier, the most exquisite and 
largest I had ever seen at close range, held 
my frank stare. I was impressed all right, 
I admitted to myself. My eyes slid down 
from it, crossed to a large oil painting 
over the mantle of Reese’s mother. Un- 
aware I moistened dry lips with my tongue 
as I studied it. 

A cool voice startled me. It asked, “Is 
it what yeu expected?” I whirled. She 
stood alone in the doorway, taking me in 
with a critical eye. A very faint smile 
was on her mouth. She spoke again as I 
got myself together. She was cool, very 
cool. “I’m Mrs. Talbot, Reese’s mother. 
You’re Letty, I take it.” 

I found my voice. I said in a rush of 
words, “How do you do? Yes, I’m Letty. 
Reese went to look for you, Mrs. Talbot.” 

She came slowly into the room. She 
neither offered her hand nor did she sug- 
gest we sit. As a rule I’m quick on the 
pick-up and don’t need a brick house to 
fall on me before I get a point. But, sud- 
denly terribly eager to please Reese and 
really be liked by this family of his, I was 
busy concentrating on the _best-foot-for- 
ward routine. That Reese’s mother had 
an entirely different reason for asking me 
to visit never crossed my mind for one 
second. Old Philadelphians no doubt had 
plenty peculiarities, I knew all along. But 
somehow I just never counted coming face 
to face with their gift of defensive cruelty. 

Suddenly in the atmosphere building up, 
I remembered I was the invader. Stiffly I 
stood there, eyes on hers. What did the 
woman have in mind? If I thought my 
visit was to be a pleasant one I knew in 
that moment I was sadly mistaken after 
all. She hated me. Thoughts surged rap- 
idly. Why on earth hadn’t Reese seen 
through her invitation? Didn’t he know 
his own mother? Her cool voice almost 
oozed across a drum-top table between us. 

“T didn’t exactly ask you here for cock- 
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“Oh, 


tails, Letty. I wanted to tell you a few 
things about Reese. He’s not going to see 
you again.” She paused for effect, then 
added, “And I mean just that.” 

The house did fall on me then. If I was 
up to coping with this I honestly didn’t 
know at first. But I had an answer. 

I cried, “That's for Reese to decide, not 
you. We love each other.” 

Eyes narrowed, she added a steel edge 
to her voice. “It so happens Dr. Talbot 
and I have plans for Reese and you and 
your kind aren’t in them. I know all about 
you, Letty. You deliberately threw your- 
self at my son. Well. I’m not having it 
that way, see?” 

Hands clenched at my sides, I got mad- 
der by the second. Keeping my voice 
down, I answered her, “I might have 
known you would be high and mighty al- 
though I kept on hoping otherwise. My 
kind, as you call us, would never be so low 
as to invite anybody to their house just to 
insult them like you are trying to do now. 
And there’s nothing off-color about Reese 
and I, believe it or not.” 

She lost her mocking smile and became 


shrill. “Oh, you’ve been chasing him all 
right! I know! He’s not in the habit of 


picking up chorus girls and—and artist’s 
models!” 

I looked her up and down slowly and 
said, “I know just what your evil mind 
means by such a crack. But you don’t 
move me, Mrs. Talbot. You couldn't.” 

I didn’t know how long Reese had been 
standing in the door nor how much he had 
heard. When I looked beyond her to see 
him standing there my first impulse was 
to run to him. His mother instinctively 
moved toward him. His face, however, 
stopped me. It was mask-like and horri- 
ble. Only his eyes seemed alive in his 
expressionless face. Reese was stricken. 
My hand flew to my throat as I called his 
name. But it was to his mother he spoke. 

“How could you do such a thing as this? 
What has Letty done to you? You don’t 
even know her, Mother. How could you?” 
His voice matched his facial expression. 

Mrs. Talbot crossed to him swiftly as he 
spoke. “Reese, dear, we've known all 
along she’s not for you. You are blind to 
everything but her glamour, that’s all. 
Why, your brother said—” 

“I'm no child,” he interrupted her. “I 
alone know what’s best for me, Mother.” 

His mother implored him in almost 
wheedling tone. “Son, this girl is not for 
you, I tell you. No longer than last week 
your father and I both—” 

It was my turn to interrupt. I had 
enough. “Reese.” I said, “take me out of 
here, please.” Before either of us could 
move, Mrs. Talbot lunged between us, her 
face screwed up in rage. She turned her 
fury on me, her lips trembling as she cried 
out, “You—you Reese grabbed her 
arm. I thought she would faint. Weeping 
noisily, her weight sagged back on Reese. 
I fled into the hall, clutching my bag. He 
had his hands full. 


I wept, too. I wept for all the happiness 





I knew I would never know with Reeg 
Talbot. I paused at the front door to look 
back for Reese, daring to hope he wou 
be at my heels. The hall was empty, | 
opened the door. Down the stairs his auy 
rushed, following the sound of the loy 
sobbing in the living room. Blindly open. 
ing my bag to dig for a handkerchief my 
fingers touched the camelia. I yanked y 
it, dropped it on the floor and hurried oy, 


HAILED a cab a block away and wen 

home. Auntie was opening the fron 
door for me when Reese’s car lurched to 
squealing stop at the curb. I ran down the 
steps to meet him half way. Strong fingers 
grasped my arms tightly. He searched my 
startled eyes with almost agonizing frenzy, 
He repeated my name over and over. Pull. 
ing me down to him, he covered my lips 
with his. Locked in his arms once more | 
didn’t give a darn about astonished neigh. 
bors sure to be busy behind blinds and lace 
curtains. Behind us I dimly heard Auntie 
exclaiming, “Come in, come in, for heay- 
en’s sake!” 

Inside, we embraced again. I whis 
pered, “Oh, darling, I thought I had lost 
you forever!” 

Kissing me, he said, “You'll never lose 
me now, Letty baby. Never.” 

“What happened after I left?” I asked 
him. We sat on the hall-rack seat, hand 
in hand. 

Reese sighed aloud and shook his head. 
“She got hysterical and my aunt put her 
to bed. Not before they both jumped on 
me, though. It’s just like something in- 
side of me died real quick, Letty. We love 
each other, can’t they see that? We don't 
ask them for anything, God knows.” He 
was miserable. 

After a while I spoke gently to him. 
“Reese, listen. It’s true you have to live 
your own life and all that, but I don’t want 
to come between you and your folks. 
Blood is thicker than water, remember. | 
couldn’t bear it if later you decide it was 
a mistake, and then it would be too late. 
I would blame myself for letting you fall 
out with them.” 

He stood up. “Letty,” he said, lighting 
a cigarette, “it’s the other way around, 
really. Not until now have I ever really 
seen them for what they are. All selfish. 
This thing has opened my eyes. Well, they 


can have their precious family. I know 
what I want. You, Letty.” 
I was on my feet, face radiant. “I want 


you, too, Reese.” My arms slid around 


his neck. I heard his voice against my 
hair. It asked, “Will you marry me, Let- 
ty?” For an answer I kissed him soundly. 


He told his family our plans. What they 
said he never revealed. The following Sat- 
urday we drove down to Maryland and 
were married by a justice of the peace. 
Auntie and three of our closest friends 
went along with us. I wore the wide gold 
wedding band Reese’s grandmother was 
married with. He happily assured me she 
would have liked me. I pinned his came 
lias on my bag the way he liked. 
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We had no real honeymoon. Auntie left 
ys the whole house to ourselves for Sun- 
days honeymoon. Reese had Monday 
morning classes. I had two jobs to finish. 
Yet no happier couple lived than us. When 
Reese met me at the door Monday evening. 
[could see something was up. He was 
tickled as he told me his mother, father 
and aunt not only had frantically phoned 
ll afternoon but twice had been to see us 
ina body. Auntie had indignantly refused 
them entrance. 

Next day they sent the rest of Reese’s 
things over to him by their ancient chauf- 
fer. There was no word. In our room I 
came upon him inspecting the odds and 
ends. He fingered two tennis racquets, 
swung idly with one of them. For a full 
moment I wondered for the first time since 
our marriage if we had done the right 
thing. He turned, smiled and beckoned 
me to sit on his lap. 

“Mrs. Talbot, I’m happy, so shut up!” 
He laughed, then fell back on the bed 
with me in his arms. 

A whole month passed without word of 
any sort from my in-laws. Reese was con- 
tent. Friends kept us on the go. I well 
knew the town was buzzing about the 
elopement and probably asked why Reese 
had not taken me home to his apartment 
recently built onto the Talbot house. Could 
it be the new Mrs. Talbot was taboo? That 
$64 question probably was more delicious 
tothem than they could bear. But I didn’t 
care. I had Reese. 

One morning while Reese was singing 
lustily in the shower I had a phone call. It 
was Mrs. Talbot. The woman was her 
cool self again. I could almost see that 
faint mocking smile on the thin lips. She 
came right to the point. “Maybe we can 
work something out. Dr. Talbot and I are 
prepared to pay you any sum up to fifteen 
hundred dollars with no strings attached 
if you will divorce Reese. We would han- 
dle all the details for you. Will you?” 

I was beyond fighting these people. 
There was no reason to fight. I felt no 
more anger toward them nor did I actually 
resent this latest insulting move, pathetic 
as it seemed. It was just that I had no 
feeling beyond pity for them. I replied, 
“Mrs. Talbot, can’t you people understand 
Reese married me? I’m his wife. He 
picked me in preference to—well, to what 
you have in mind. I’m sorry for you, 
honest. You said I’m not your kind. Well, 
I'm his kind and he’s mine. We are mar- 
tied. It’s going to stay that way.” I wait- 
ed for her outburst. The line was dead. 
She had hung up on me. 

Over coffee I told Reese in part of the 
conversation. I did not mention the at- 
tempt of his parents to buy me off. “Did 
she ask for or about me?” he asked when 
I finished. After I told him she hadn’t, he 
sat looking at me for a long time. Squeez- 
ing my hand, he got up and kissed me. He 
left humming for the campus. Auntie 
joined me for fresh coffee. She seemed to 
sense I had won. Her smile of thanks- 
giving matched mine. We drank our coffee. 
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‘What You Need 
Jim, are the Latest 


SEX 
FACTS! 


Fred is telling Jim about “Sex Satisfaction and Happy 
Marriage.” ‘Yes Fred is saying, “I laughed, too, 
when a friend of MINE told me to read a good book 
on Sex. I, too, thought I knew it all. And I, too, had 


sf the same sexual problems that worry you right now. 
if xy “Not until I read ‘Sex Satisfaction and Happy Mar- 
a riage,’ did I realize how much joy my wife and I had 
Eg been missing. NOW she no longer nags me, nor do I 
snap at her—because we have found HOW to obtain 

perfect happiness from each other! 
“There’s a dollars and cents side to this, too. My 
promotion at the office is a direct result of our a 

ously happy sex life at home.’ 
















Ideal Sex Intercourse. 
Position for Sex Intercourse, 
with Recommendations. 
Need for Satisfactory Sex Life in Marriage. 
Effect on Wife; on Husband. 
When Husband and Wife Cannot Keep 








Now 
pene i “tee LOVE IS NOT ENOUGH 
eady: ev. A. MH. fyrer Many husbands and wives hesitate to talk frankly to 
WITH ILLUSTRATIONS each other about the most intimate side of married 
life. These couples are advised to read “Sex Satis- 
LATEST S i>4 FACTS faction and Happy Marriage” TOGETHER. 
@ Sex Intercourse Must Be Learned. WHAT TO DO BEFORE, DURING 
@ Sex Adjustments Before Marriage. 
@ Special Care of Sex Organs. AND AFTER SEX 
@ Masturbation: Among Boys, Among Girls. 
@ Sexual Dreams and Discharges. This brand-new book tells exactly what to do 
@ The Sex Side of Marriage. before, during and after sex intercourse so that 
@ Value of Love-Play. no married couple need any longer remain igno- 
@ The Bridal Night. rant of just how to happily carry out their sex- 
@ Sexual Slowness in Women. ual duties. 
@ Sexual Stimulation Methods. ‘describes with completeness and frankness 
a ba i aon — a = ne ge Hymen. the marital relations in their many aspects.”— 
P Scnnstinn Cewetitne rey The Canadian Doctor (Medical Journal). 
@ The Frigid Wife. “A book at last containing the vital informa- 
@ Disappointed Wives. tion.”—Dr. J. D. Griffin (M.D. of Committee for 
@ Temporary Loss of Sex Power. Mental Hygiene). 
@ The Male Sex Organs. “. . . an enthusiastic discussion of the technique 
@ Signs of Sex Desire. of sexual intercourse... plainly and simply 
@ Impotence. 3 written, with anatomical diagrams.”—Public 
e Prolonging Sex Union. Health Nursing. 
° a, Rights = eee Couples. “This book is the one to recommend.”—Ohio 
@ The Unresponsive Wife State Medical Journal. 
@ Driving One’s Lover into the Arms of 
e aehnother. . READ FIRST — THEN DECIDE 
@ Frequency of Intercourse. 5-DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
@ Making the Honeymoon Last Forever. Return the coupon and read “Sex Satisfaction 
@ When Sex Power Fails. and Happy Marriage’ FREE. Then, if you do 
@ When a Child Is Wanted. not think it is worth DOUBLE the price you 
@ Pregnancy. — E paid, return it within 5 days and get your 
@ Safest Positions During Pregnancy. money back 
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Pace. 
Intercourse After the Change of Life. HEALTHCRAFT, INC., Dept. 862F 
Sex Organs—Special Details. 247 West 19th St., New York 11, N. Y. 
Coitus Without Orgasm. Send me “Sex Satisfaction and Happy Mar- 
Truth About Birth Control. ae in plain wrapper aes a 
i i ive 

SEX CHARTS & EXPLANATIONS mf sindlccapPhcpn ie Tergliassateslnaee ions 
Female Sex Organs, side views... I MUST BE DELIGHTED or I will return 
The Internal Sex Organs... The book within 5 days and you will refund pur- 
External Sex Organs ... Entrance to chase price. (I am over 21 years old.) 
Female Genital Parts ... Male Sex 
Organs, positional side views. . i. 6b io 660606 b00eoneeiacee ns wentetecsetes 
Male Reproductive Cells . . . Female Address 


Reproductive Parts, etc. 
Cl CHECK HERE if you wish to enclose 
only $1.98 with coupon, thus saving 
delivery charges. 
(Same saouey-Daakt ¢ Guarantee of Course) 
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J vets I © LEARN AT HOME-SPARE TIME 
DELAY! pA Fascinating field. .Design own wardrobe at consid- 


7 ; =i ? ble ience for oth- 
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ers. Itmay ey tothrillingcareer—evena shopof 
DON'T TAKE CHANCES! 













r own some day. Basic “Jearn-by-doing"’ course 
under guidance of qualified teachers provides ex- 
cellent starting point for a career. Send for free 
booklet, “Adventures In Dress Design.” 






















DISCOVERED!! AT Last a safe 
and really effective Doctor's Pre- Lancy ne ay Dept. 3258 Chicage 14, ou. 
scription which may relieve you of 835 Diversey Parkway 23B cago 
a serious worry, when due to minor functional menstrual 
delay or Borderline Anemia. ‘“‘D-LAY CAPSULES” are --- Train At Home For 
scientifically prepared by registered pharmacists of the A WELL PAID CAREER 
New York Drug Company and contain only Medically 
recognized drugs which are absolutely safe “D-LAY 
CAPSULES” are fully guaranteed—if you are not com- PRACTICAL NURSING 
pletely satisfied, return the unused portion and your ae wag ee ee pe 
> il > re 5 — e urgent n ‘or ine act 
money will be refunded. a Nui If you are between 18 and 55, it’s easy to 
A full supply of “D-LAY CAPSULES’’—packed in a train a home in your spare time to take. par eee peeve: 
confidential box only $3.00 by AIRMAIL SPECIAL DE- ed calling. Many earn while learning. Hig’ 001 is not neede 
LIVERY. If you prefer Send no Money, and “D-LAY Nurse's equipment included. eg og ‘acts. 


“ ‘ Way chool 
CAPSULES” will be sent by regular mail. Pay post- 2525 pre Soho hand Croat ex-3, acoine, f 14, a ih. 








man on Delivery plus postal charges. Please rush FREE FACTS and Sample Lesson Pages. l 
NEW YORK DRUG CO. ics hae eisai teeta alneaaaicicamarh tas aad ! 
Box 83, Dept. N-561 Rego Pork, N. Y¥. Lon a ae tind ncniale ! 
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June came swiftly. Reesé got his de- 
gree. Three months later he was called 
back to the army as a reserve officer. “It’s 
not forever, baby.” he assured me the night 
before he left. He didn’t have to assure 
me for I knew even at the end of forever 
we would still be together. 


IAT OW here I was crossing the country 
~ * to join him in San Francisco. 

A yoice over my shoulder brought me 
sharply out of so many memories as I sped 
into those dreary Nevada wastelands that 
morning. It was the waiter. He asked, 
“Would you like some hot coffee?” I 
glanced at my almost neglected breakfast. 
My cigarette resting on a nearby tray had 
all but burnt completely out. “Please,” I 
smiled up into his round face. 

The woman across the table was gather- 
ing up her bag, cigarettes and a book pre- 
paring to leave the diner. Our eyes met. 
I hadn’t noticed before how husky was 
her voice until she spoke this time. “If 
you haven’t anything to do when you finish, 
why not come in the lounge and play some 
gin rummy with my friend and me?” Sud- 
denly I was myself again, back in the good, 
solid present and not playing hostess to 
those salty tears of yesterday. I welcomed 
a good gin rummy game. 

“T'll be glad to,” I assured the woman 
as she moved off. 

When I finished my coffee, I moved lei- 
surely down the aisle towards the lounge 
ear. It was not crowded and I immediate- 
ly spotted the woman who had invited me 
to join her in a game of gin. Her partner 
was seated with her back towards me as I 
made my way towards them. 

I walked up to the table and started to 
say “Hello,” when I got the shock of my 
life. The woman’s gin partner was Reese’s 
mother, Mrs. Talbot! 

I tried to keep composed but it just was 
beyond me as I put my hand in surprise 
to my mouth. But she was still the Phila- 
delphia blueblood, always calm and com- 
posed. With a smile on her face, she 
greeted me as if she had just met an old 
friend: “Well, imagine meeting you here, 


Letty. What an odd coincidence. But 
then again—maybe it isn’t. I take it we’re 
both bound for the same place—San Fran- 
cisco.” 

Desperately I tried to grab hold of my- 
self and finally blurted out: “Why... 
why, yes. Don’t tell me you’re headed to 
the Coast to meet Reese, too.” 

Laughing warmly, she took my hand and 
drew me down in the seat with her. “I 
know I have a lot of explaining to do,” she 
began and then turned into an entirely 
different person than the one I had met 
that fateful day in the living room of the 
Talbot home. She was charming, ingrati- 
ating, warm-hearted as she unraveled the 
skein of circumstances that led us to this 
meeting on a cross-country train. Ex- 
tremely apologetic throughout, she told me 
of the rigid tradition of her family and how 
my coming into the family had broken 
with the past. And then she was practi- 
cally in tears as she revealed the anguish 
and soul-searching that she and her hus- 
band had done to salve their consciences 
over the pain they had caused their son. 
They knew now how wrong they were. she 
admitted. They realized that love could 
not be placed in the straightjacket of 
family traditions. 

Both she and her husband had written 
to Reese to beg his forgiveness and of 
course, he was quick to forgive and forget. 
Together they had planned to straighten 
matters out with me as soon as Reese re- 
turned. And now she was headed out to 
San Francisco not only to meet Reese but 
also me in order to make amends. 

When she was through, I could not but 
embrace her warmly, as tears flowed freely 
from my eyes. Our game of gin was quick- 
ly forgotten and together we jabbered 
away about our past and future. 

We arrived in San Francisco in time to 
rush down to the docks and meet the Army 
transport that Reese was due to arrive on. 
When he walked down the gangplank, the 
sight of his wife and his mother rushing 
arm in arm to greet him was probably the 
happiest homecoming that any soldier has 
ever had. 


THE END 





Real-Life Dramas 

(Continued from Page 13) 
not speak to his love for that would have 
been in violation of custom, but he was 
determined to make her his bride. He went 
to his commanding officer to discuss it, but 
the latter adamantly refused to give him 
permission to marry the girl. Soon after 
the GI’s unit was returned to the 
United States. 

Discharged from the army, the GI began 
his pilgrimage of love. Penniless and un- 
able to get a job, he stowed away on six 
different ships only to be caught each time. 
He had hitch-hiked to ports of embarka- 
tion, lived for days on bread and beans 
while hiding away on ships—and now, 
seemingly at the end of his trail, had been 
arrested and brought before the judge. 

There was a suspicion of a tear in the 
iV 


that. 


judge’s eyes and a distinct tremor in his 
voice as he said: 

“There is implicit in your actions an 
element of human drama. courage and in- 
defatigable determination which moves 
this court and makes me wish that we had 
more of it in high and low places. I will 
help you.” 

The judge arranged with a steamship 
line to allow the ex-GI to work his way to 
Karachi. His Honor had fixed it so that 
the veteran could get seamen papers and 
negotiated with a seaman’s home in New 
York City to allow the youth to remain 
there and have his meals until the India- 
bound ship was ready to sail. 

In Karachi, any month now, after five 
years of heartache and disillusion, a sol- 
dier-lover would find and wed the lady of 
his heart. 
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command the highest salaries in the enter. 
tainment world. 

It’s been a good many years since J de. 
cided to make show business my career. 
I have never regretted that decision. |; 
brought me a lot of money and a lot of 
friends. It also made it possible for me ty 
meet rising young stars and help propel 
them upward toward the topmost rung of 
the ladder of fame. 

I remember a lot of hard work and dis. 
appointment, tragedy as well as happiness, 
But I remember most warmly of all the 
parade of performers with whom I worked 
and whom I directed during the happiest 
years of my life. 

I started out as a member of a dancing. 
singing-piano-playing act. I was teamed 
with a fellow named Bert Adams, a grand 
and talented guy. We were both very 
happy with our act. Then one day Bert 
was killed, and our act was busted up for 
good. I couldn't find a ready replacement, 
and didn’t like the idea of continuing as a 
single. So I quit the performing end of 
show business and became a producer. 

Producing shows had always fascinated 
me. For years I had admired the achieve. 
ments of top producers like Flo Ziegfeld 
and George White. White I especially ad- 
mired. Somehow I hoped to follow in his 
footsteps and produce lavish shows like he 
did. I knew it wouldn’t be easy, but I was 
determined to try. I began studying George 
White’s producing methods. I caught 
practically all of his great Broadway suc- 
cesses, and even studied his directing tech- 
niques in rehearsal halls and in the dark- 
ened theaters of pre-Broadway tryout 
towns. I learned a lot. 

I got to know star material when I saw 
it. Thus one night I saw a performance of 
the road company of Shuffle Along, hit 
Negro musical of 1921, which had a fab- 
ulous run at Daly’s 63rd Street Theater. 

There were some grand performers in that 
show. like Florence Mills and Miller and 
Lyles. But I was charmed by the cute 
show-stopping tricks of a chorus girl who 
rolled her eyes and contorted her body 
most cleverly. Her name was Josephine 
Baker and she had begun to be talked 
about as the most unusual chorus girl in 
the business. I said to myself: “This kid’s 
going to be great some day.” 

The next time I saw Josephine she was 
upsetting Paris as the star of the Folies 
Bergere in the late 20's. She had great 
talent, energy and ambition. But she 
wanted to work hard improving her act. 
She never stopped working. That's why 
she is so great today. 
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Jn 1926 I got my first producing job— 
at the old Club Alabam in New York. 
Abbe Mitchell, who has since gained a fine 
reputation is a dramatic actress, was star 
gfthe show. When that show ended, I was 
hired by the colorful Texas Guinan. one 
af the most picturesque personalities of 
the 20’s, to produce a show for her at the 
Abbey Club. I accepted the job with en- 
thusiasm. I was given the job of training 
an all-white chorus line. 

Several of the girls in that line later 
became world-famous. One of the girls I 
hest remember was a winsome doll named 
Barbara Stanwyck. Barbara worked with 
me for months, and listened carefully to 
all my instructions. She had ambition, that 
gal. “I don’t want to remain a chorus girl 
all my life, Mr. Robinson,” she told me 
rarfully one night after the last show. “I 
want to be M.C. of this show.” 

I smiled, and told her, “Work hard, Bar- 
hara, and maybe you'll get it.” 

She got her big chance one night, when 
Texas, who had recognized her push and 
talent, shoved her into the M.C. spot and 
she clicked. That didn’t satisfy the Stan- 
wyck girl. She wanted to act and said so 
inno uncertain terms. “I think I can act,” 
she told me one day, “and I’m going to 
try.” 

“Go.to it, girl,” I encouraged her. 

Barbara found a dramatic school and 
registered for day classes. Nights she con- 
tinued working in the chorus. Years later, 
I walked into a movie house in Chicago 
and was amazed to see her starring in a 
feature film. That was the beginning of 
one of the greatest screen careers of them 
all. 

There was another girl in the Abbey 
Club who showed a lot of promise. Her 
name was Ruby Keeler, and she never 
seemed to get tired rehearsing. When we 
stopped rehearsing the group, she would 
continue by herself in a corner of the club, 
working on tap routines. I spotted her 
remarkable timing and original sense of 
movement right from the start. One day 
she left us. “I’m goin’ for myself, Clar- 
ence,” she told me. Long before she be- 
came Al Jolson’s wife, she had scored a 
string of successes-on her own. 

During the Abbey Club job a young man 
came in on one of our rehearsals, and said 
he wanted to learn the Charleston. I took 
him aside and arranged to give him a few 
lessons. “What do you want to do?” I 
asked him. 
“Just dance,” 
He did much more than dance. 
came one of the highest-paid actors in 
Hollywood. His name? George Raft. 


was his cryptic reply. 
He be- 


FTER TOURING Europe with a show, 
*“ and working in Montreal, I accepted 
an attractive offer from the Cotton Club 
in Harlem to produce its 1927 revue. They 
signed me to a five-year contract. but after 
staging the 1927 show. I broke it and went 
over to the old Lafayette Theater on 7th 
Avenue to produce a show of my own. I 
decided to call it Jazzmania. 





At the Lincoln Theater on 135th Street a 
portly man was playing the organ with 
great style. musicianship and originality. 
He was billed as Thomas Waller but his 
cronies of the speakeasies called him 
“Fats.” I listened to him play for one 
solid hour, then decided “That’s my man.” 
I proposed to him that I build Jazzmania 
around his playing. Fats agreed. 

I like to think that was the beginning 
of the modern saga known as the legend 
of Fats Waller. Before he went into Jazz- 
mania he was an unknown though talented 


organist-pianist. Jazzmania brought his 
talent before a wider audience and _at- 


tracted the interest of agents and club 
owners. 

Fats received $75 a week for his work 
with the show. That led to our falling out. 
He wanted more money after he discovered 
that I had budgeted the band for $1,200 a 
week. Fats appointed himself spokesman 
for the nine musicians in the band. 

“Clarence,” he said to me seriously one 
day, “we want $100 a man for this job.” 

“What?” I shouted. 

“That’s right,” Fats said. “We’ve got to 
have a $25 weekly raise.” 

“T can’t do it,” I protested. Fats was 
stubborn. So I fired him and the entire 


band. We remained good friends though. 
Another great star to come out of Jazz- 


mania was a luscious brown girl named 
Adelaide Hall. I believed in her and told 
her so. So I built a lavish production num- 
ber around her singing. She scored an 
instantaneous hit and immediately 
signed by Lew Leslie to be the star of a 
show he was producing in London. Her 
triumph in Lew Leslie’s Blackbirds led to 
a really fabulous career in England and 


was 


Europe. 

Around 1928 I took my show to Phila- 
delphia and Washington where musicians’ 
trouble developed. I needed a new band 
and someone suggested I hear a small 
group playing in a downstairs club in the 
Negro section of Washington. I went over 
to the place and found a small band billed 
as Elmer Snowden’s Washingtonians play- 
ing spirited jazz in a murky atmosphere. 
I was introduced to the group by its drum- 
mer, a lively fellow named Sonny Greer. 

“There’s a helluva fine piano player with 
us,” Sonny told me. I stayed spellbound 
listening to the Washingtonians for hours. 
It was utterly different music played by 
men of real talent. I promptly signed the 
to a contract. I negotiated 
Sonny 
“How 


entire group 
the contract Snowden 
Greer, who were the 
about the pianist?” I asked. 

“He'll be with us,” Greer assured me. 

“Well, will you introduce me?” I asked. 

“Of course,” Sonny said. 

He took me over to the piano and intro- 
duced me to the pianist. “This is Elling- 
ton,” I remember Sonny said. “We call 
him ‘Duke.’ ” 

I brought the entire band to New York, 
paying their expenses. Some of the guys 
stayed at my place and we had some won- 


derful fun. The band, billed as the Wash- 


with and 


co-leaders. 
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KEEP SLIM AT 
HOME WITH 
RELAXING, 
SOOTHING 
MASSAGE! 


For Greatest Benefit 
in Reducing by Massage 


Saat Reducer 


with or without electricity. Also used as an 
aid in the relief of pains for which massage 


is indicated. 
This remarkable new in- 
vention uses one of the most 
effective reducing methods 
so by masseurs and 
turkish baths—MASSAGE. 
With the SPOT REDUCER 
you can now enjoy the 

nefits of RELAXING, 
SOOTHING massage in the 
rivacy of your own home! 
imple to use—just plug in, 
grasp handle and apply 
over most 4 art of the 
body—stomach, hips, chest, 
neck, thighs, arms, etc. 
The relaxing, soothing mas- 
sage breaks down 
TISSUE, tones the muscles 
— and flesh, and the increased 
awakened blood circulation helps carry 
away waste fat—helps you regain and 
keep a firmer and more graceful figure. 
When you use the Spot Reducer, it's al- 

n= most the having your own private mas- 
seur at home. It's fun reducing this way! The 
SPOT REDUCER is handsomely made of light 
weight aluminum and rubber and truly a beautiful 
invention you will be thankful you own. AC 
110 volts. 

TRY THE SPOT REDUCER 

10 DAYS FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME 
Mail this coupon with only $1.00 for your SPOT RE- 
DUCER on approval. Pay postman $8.95 plus delivery 
—or send $9.95 (full price) and we ship postage pre- 
paid. Use it for ten days in your own home. Then if 
not delighted return SPOT REDUCER for full pur- 
chase price refund. 


i —_—_— — 
| SPOT REDUCER CO., Dept £-544 { 
318 Market St., Newark 2, New Jersey 

Please send me the SPOT REDUCER for 10 days 
trial period. I enclose $1, upon arrival I will pay post- 
man only $8.95 plus postage and handling. If not de- 
lighted I may return SPOT REDUCER within 10 days 
for prompt refund of full purchase price. 
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CH... ccccee ocecececccecceeseses eee 
SAVE POSTAGE—check here () if you enclose $9.95 
with coupon. We pay all postage and handling charges, 
Same money back guarantee applies. 


N 
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is DRINKING 
Ruining Your Health, 
Happiness, Life ? 


Do you or a loved one need relief from DRUNKEN- 
NESS? At last, a doctor approved formula, REM-AL, 
prepared by registered Pharmacists, may break 
your drinking cycle in 5 days. This new discovery 
may be taken in PRIVACY of your home. it may 
require but a few drops of REM-AL to eliminate 
all desire for alcohol. Although not a permanent 
“cure,"’ it is a Medically Recognized means of 
withdrawal from alcohol. This method does not 
depend on will power but may ACT by causing a 
dislike and loss of desire for Alcoholic Bever- 
ages. REM-AL comes complete with simple in- 
structions—REM-AL MAY be given with or without 
the drinker’s knowledge... FREE with your order 
of REM-AL we include specially prepared supply 
of tabs to aid the nervous and digestive systems 
since these are usually affected by Drunkenness. 
Complete Satisfaction or money back—Send No 
Money—we will rush the complete REM-AL method 
in confidential wrapper. Pay Postman only $5 and 
smal! C.0.D. charges. To save C.0.D. charges, 
send $5 cash with order. Available only from 


REM-AL DRUG COMPANY DEPT. R-10 
2 Suffolk St., New York 2, N. Y. 






71 








i 
i 





ingtonians, opened at Baron Wilkins’ on 
134th Street. The next stop for them was 
the Kentucky Club downtown. I signed 
them back for my production of Dance- 
mania at the Lafayette Theatre. By this 
time. Duke had added more men to the 
crew and it was now up to fourteen pieces. 

The show left the Lafayette after a four- 
week run and moved to Philadelphia. But 
business was business and I soon discov- 
ered that an unknown band that played 
excellent music but lacked showmanship 
found the going rough. I couldn’t get jobs 
for the band simply because club owners 
didn’t appreciate its style. 

With great reluctance I released the 
wonderful Washingtonians and their tal- 
ented pianist from our contract. “Got to 
let you fellows go.” I told them sadly. 
“Times are too tough and I just can’t get 
the work for you.” 


I ENA HORNE stumbled into greatness 
~via the Cotton Club route. One dismal 
afternoon in 1932 I was auditioning for 
chorus girls at the old Cotton Club at 
Lenox and 142nd Street in Harlem. A 
skinny little freckle-faced girl of 17 came 
into the club with her mother. 
“My little girl here thinks 
dance,” the mother said to me. 
ever danced before?” I asked. 
“No.” replied the mother. 
“Then she might have good possibili- 
ties,” I said, looking at little Lena Horne, 
shy and awkward. I always looked for 
beauty as well as freshness in my chorus 
girls. And I preferred girls with no ex- 
perience to train them from scratch. 
Lena danced a few steps for me. I took 
to her immediately. She was a likeable 
kid, warm and modest. I hired her on the 


she can 
“Has she 


spot. 

For four years Lena worked under my 
direction. I taught her how to dance. 

It wasn’t long before Lena was making 
exceptional the chorus. I 
started featuring her in lead numbers, 
singing tunes like ’ve Got the World on a 
String, which was the first number she 
ever sang in front of a chorus. Later in 
the 1934 show she sang Between the Devil 
and the Deep Blue Sea, and was sensa- 
tional. From that moment Lena Horne 
moved forward with phenomenal strides. 

I was induced to produce the show at 
the newly-opened Plantation Club on 126th 
Street in Harlem in 1935. It was the pret- 
tiest night club Harlem has ever seen, and 
it was financed by a powerful gambling 
syndicate. 

The Plantation lasted only three weeks, 
but that was long enough to give a young- 
ster named Cab Calloway a chance to show 
what he could do. Cab had been jobbing 
around the town for a few years but had 
never gotten a real break. This was his 
big chance. Strangely, nobody around the 
club liked him. “He’s lousy,” the boss 


progress in 
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shouted at me one night. “What a phony 
stlye!” 

Cab had one enthusiastic admirer. how- 
ever, in night lifer Peggy Hopkins Joyce. 
Peggy stood up for Cab and told her 
friends downtown to come up and see him 
perform. “I think the kid’s great,” she 
told us repeatedly. “If you keep him here 
I'll guarantee to bring parties up every 
night.” She did and Cab stayed. The 
Plantation didn’t stay open long. though. 
Rival mobsters broke into the place early 
one morning and wrecked it. We decided 
then that it was time to close up shop. 

Cab, who had come into the Plantation 
from Connie’s Hot Chocolates at the Hud- 
son Theater downtown, took the band and 
went to work at the Savoy Ballroom. We 
were to meet again later that year. 

I returned to the Coon Club to stage its 
new show with songs written by Harold 
Arlen and Ted Kohler. The big number of 
that show was a thing called Minnie the 
Moocher, which Cab Calloway sang. This 
song catapulted Cab to stardom. It is still 
his world-known theme song. 

World War II brought new assignments 
in South America and in the films in Hol- 
lywood. I watched many new stars appear 
on the horizon and burst with dazzling 
brilliance on the firmament of the show 
world. Watching the rise of a sensational 
performer like Billy Daniels has given me 
more satisfaction than I can describe here. 

I had known Daniels for years before 
he began to attract attention. He was al- 
ways a good, promising singer. He is sing- 
ing the same style now that he used 15 
years ago when I first met him. I remem- 
ber working with him in 1948 at the Sa- 
vannah Club in Greenwich Village in New 
York. Billy worked there for 20 weeks and 
wowed the joint. He was so good he was 
booked for two months more several weeks 
later. He started out singing without an 
accompanist. Billy was never able to af- 
ford the price of a good accompanist so 
he never worked with one. 

One night I suggested to him that he use 
Benny Payne. who was then the relief pi- 
anist at the Savannah Club. “Why?” Billy 
asked me. 

“Because you need a good pianist and 
Benny is just right for you,” I answered. 
He took my advice and hired Benny Payne. 
His big-time success started shortly after 
that and Payne is now a vital member of 
his act and an integral factor in his amaz- 
ing success. 

I have seen a lot of stars made in my 
time. I have had a hand in making a few 
of them. That fact alone makes me proud 
of being a part of show business. I find it 
exciting to find new talent and help groom 
it to greatness. This month I shall be tak- 
ing an all-Negro musical show to Rio de 
Janeiro for three months. After that we 
go to Uruguay and then Buenos Aires. I'll 
be happy for I will be once more looking 
for new talent and potential big stars. 





Should 
A Girl 
Marry 


For Love 
Or Money? 


(Continued from Page 7) 


on the way home in his car the unexpecte 
happened. He pulled a diamond-studdej 
engagement ring from his pocket—onp 
more beautiful than I had ever seen be. 
fore—and asked me to marry him. i 
painted a rosy picture for me, telling m 
how much he could do for me and py 
mother, and about all the wonderful place 
we could visit. I was so excited I almogy 
let him slip the ring on my finger. By 
then I realized that it was only fair that] 
should tell how I really felt about him and 
how unfair I thought it would be to hin 
if I accepted his proposal. 

“I—I don’t think I can give you my an. 
swer just now,” I said gently, trying to 
spare his feelings as best I could. “You've 
been wonderful to me and all that, but it 
wouldn't be fair of me to accept your pro- 
posal without telling you how I really felt 
You see, if I married you. knowing that 
you can give me almost anything that 
money can buy. as you say, I'd always feel 
that I was taking advantage of you be. 
cause of what you can do for my mother.” 

“But what’s money for if you .. .” 

“No, no. Please let me finish. You see, 
I don’t think it would be fair at all for me 
to marry you and accept so much, knowing 
in my heart that instead of love I could 
only offer you gratitude in return.” 

His face darkened and he turned the 
ring over slowly between his fingers. “But 
what is love,” he asked quietly, “if two 
people can find happiness in their own 
way? My love for you is enough for both 
of us, and as long as you’re happy, then! 
would be happy just knowing that I've 
helped to make you happy.” 

1 promised him, as I had Ralph, that I 
would give him my answer soon, but deep 
inside me I knew that I was fighting 
against the truth: that I was in love with 
someone else, and that even if I married 
him for what he could give me and do for 
my mother, I might always regret turning 
my back on the only love I had ever known. 


WAS in a dilemma. In my confused 

mind I kept thinking of what Mr. 
Smothers had said: “/ can get the best 
specialists and the best of medical 
care .. His words haunted me, and 
no matter how hard I tried to look for 
some other way out, I always ended up 
thinking about his money--not him, but 
what his money could mean to both my 
mother’s and my future. 

I tried to picture myself at some point 
in the instant future. If I chose Mr. 
Smothers and mother did get well, what 
would our life be like after that? Could 
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[ go on with him, giving only gratitude in 
place of love, or would that gratitude some- 
how turn to an indebted kind of love? On 
the other hand if I married Ralph, accept- 
ing whatever came our way in life, denying 
my mother the care and treatment she so 
desperately needed, what would people 
think of me for having made such a choice, 
especially those who knew? Would our 
love be enough to overcome the endless 
struggle and uncertainty of the future with 
of insecurity and con- 


its grim promise 
and penny-pinching to 


tinued scrimping 
try to get ahead? 

The choice was mine to make, but | 
couldn’t help wondering what was more 
jmportant—my own happiness or that of 
my mother. It was like being the heroine 
in an old-fashioned movie, having to 
choose between marrying the villain to pay 
off the family mortgage or the hero-sweet- 
heart who had only himself and his love 
to offer. 

Actually, it seemed there was no one I 
could turn to for help. I tried to think 
back over other marriages I had known 
about where there had been gossip about 
the wives marrying the husbands for their 
money, but none of them could be com- 
pared to the problem I faced. If anything, 
they only whetted my desire to lean more 
toward Ralph and the love and happiness 
I thought we could find together. 

I could not see any way out until that 
day I read in the Chicago Defender that 
the YWCA was going to hold a “Marriage 
Clinic” and that one of the features of the 
series would be a round table discussion 
on the subject: “Should a Girl Marry for 
Money or Love?” Right away I thought 
about my own problem and circled the 
date so I wouldn’t forget it. Maybe there 
wouldn't be situations discussed as 
perplexing as mine, I thought, but at least 
Icouldn’t lose anything by attending and 
listening to what the so-called experts had 


any 


to say on the subject. 

When the night finally rolled around I 
was surprised to find so many others at- 
tending the clinic. People were crowded 
into one of the recreation rooms, and some 
even had to sit in chairs out in the hall. 
The panel selected to lead the discussion 
seemed to be pretty well-rounded. There 
was a lawyer, a counselor from the mar- 
riage bureau, a social worker and a school 
teacher. They were divided into teams 
with the counselor and the social worker 
taking the side favoring “love”, and the 
lawyer and school teacher upholding the 
argument for “money.” 

The counselor was the first to lead off 
the discussion. She pointed out that the 
choice to marry for love or money had 
been a debatable issue among women for 
centuries, and prefaced her argument with 
the wry witticism that “you can borrow 
the money to marry for love, but I have 
never heard of anyone borrowing love to 
Marry for money.” 

“Many women,” she said, “are looking 
for a man that they can never possibly 
find. The ideal is in their minds, but such 












He) fel 
SILKIEST 


HAIR ? 


MAKE GUARANTEED TEST 


Give your hair a chance to win you love and 
romance. Have the longest, silkiest hair you can 
have to thrill men’s hearts, for long hair attracts 
men. Scientific LONGAID WORKS by lubricating 
dryness of hair and scalp that may cause danger- 
ous breaking off of hair, splitting ends and hair 
coming out by brushfulls. Let YOUR hair become 
normally LONGER, luxuriously THICKER, glis- 
tening lovely. LONGAID also, with massage, 
brings STIMULATION to scalp with the RI 
OILS of LONGAID. Mrs. M.L.A. writes, “Send 
another jar. I have found blessed results.” Miss 
M.M. writes, “I have used half a jar and my 
hair seems much thicker and longer.” Do as 
thousands do. Send $1.00 plus 20c tax (total: 
$1.20) for large package of LONGAID Pomadc 
postpaid. Or sent C.O.D. for $1.20 plus 20c 
C.O.D. fee and 5c postage and handling (total: 
$1.45). Money back if not OVERJOYED. Key- 
stone, Dept. TC4,Memphis, Tenn. 









Fight that TIRED OUT Feeling 
BACKACHE and GETTING UP Nights 


New Internal Refresher Great for 
Men and Women Past 35! 


if you get up many times during the night to go to the bathroom and | 
your sleep is broken, you can’t feel full of pep and vigor the next 
day. You may have non-organic and non-systemic Kidney Trouble. Some of the symptoms, in addi- 
tion to getting up nights, are bladder weakness, burning passage, leg pains, clreles under eyes, 
loss of pep, nervousness, headaches, dizziness, pains in the hips, groin, lower abdomen and back. 
You may need a reliable stimulant diuretic like FLUSHEX PILLS to help Nature remove irritating 
excess acids, poisonous wastes and certain germs. This cleansing fiusning action helps alleviate 
many pains, aches, soreness, stiffness, helps reduce night and day calls—allows you to enjoy and 
benefit by restful sleep. So order FLUSHEX PILLS today, but send no money. Pay postman $2 plus 
a and C.0.D. charges. If you send cash with order we pay all postal charges. MONEY BACK 
F NOT HELPED. You can order FLUSHEX PILLS with confidence for if you are not helped by the 
very first box we'll give you back your money. Rush your name and address NOW. 











FLUSHEX MEDICINE CO., 224 So. 3rd St., Dept. F12-A Brooklyn 11, N. Y. 









46000 LUCK? 


Corry o pair of ti powerful Load- 
stones in your purse or pocket. They 
ore soid to bring you GOOD LUCK, 
One to attract the things that you 

\\V wont LUCK, MONEY, LOVE, etc. 
NA! The other to ward off evil, bod luck, 
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| \ \\ losses, harm, etc. Offered only as curios. 
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No supernatural claims made. 


PECIAL! with each order we include o 
CARRYING BAG plus o free “LUCKY DAY” 
horoscope. Send birthdate with order All 
FOUR only $2.00. SEND NO MONEY. we'll 
ship C.O.D., or send cash, sove postage cost. 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS: These cost more becouse 
SAT 5 S FIE 1) they ere GUARANTEED te be ALIVE. Just whet you 
wont, genvine EXTRA POWERFUL, EXTRA MAGNETIC. 
MABO COMPANY Dept. 1562-C 
315 N. 7th STREET SAINT LOUIS, MISSOURI 


“With God 


AllThings are Possible!” 


Are you facing difficult Problems? Poor Health? 
Money or Job Troubles? Love or Family Troubles? 
Are you Worried about some one dear to you! Is some 
one dear to you Drinking too Much: Do you ever get 
Lonely — Unhappy Discouraged? Would you like 
to pare more Happiness, Success and ‘*Good Fortune”’ 
in Life? 

If you do have any of these Problems, or others like 
them, dear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS— 
NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY OF PRAYER that 
is helping thousands of other men and women to glorious 
NEW happiness and joy! Whether you have always 
believed in PRAYER or not, this remarkable NEW 
WAY may bring a whole NEW world of happiness and 
joy to you—and very, very quickly too! 

So don’t wait, dear friend. Don't let another minute 
go by! If you are troubled, worried or unhappy IN ANY 
WAY we invite you to clip this Message now and mail 
with 6c in stamps so we can rush FULL INFORMA- 
TION to you by AIR MAIL about this remarkable NEW 
WAY of PRAYER, that is helping so many, many others 
and may just as certainly and quickly help YOU! 

You will surely bless this day—so please don't delay! 
Just clip this Message now and mail with your name, 
address and 6c in stamps to LIFE-STUDY FELLOW- 
SHIP, Box 5207, Noroton, Conn. We will rush this 
wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER and FAITH to 
you by AIR MAIL, 














‘New AMAZING Discovery! 


as 


/\ 
Look 10 to 15 Years Younger 


for Hours at a Time 





Hollywood has finally revealed its secret. You canin minutes hide Wrinkles, 
Frown lines, Worry lines, Puffiness and other age Revealing lines from 
your face and neck for hours at a time with Youth Glo the new Hollywood 
Facial Deliner. Applied right to the face Youth Gio IMMEDIATELY tightens 
the skin surfaces and hides all age revealing lines leaving a satin smooth 
petal soft skin that is so important for the romantic interlude, date or 
appointment. Youth Glo is safe for sensitive skins and takes make-up 
beautifully. 


WRINKLES? DON'T WORR 


UNCONDITIONAL GUARANTEE—1f Youth Clo does not leave you a line 
free complexion that will give you many hours of joy your money will be 
refunded. Do Not Delay, order now. Send $2 cash, check or money order 
for regular size or pay postman $2 plus charges on delivery Triple size 
only $4. (You Save $2.) 


HOLLYWOOD PRODUCTS 
224 South 3rd St. « Dept. D-14, Brooklyn 11, N.Y. 
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FROM FREUD TO KINSEY is offered here for only 
$1.98. The Kinsey Report is the most extensive investiga- 
i on into sexual behavior in America, It broke like a 
bombshell! If the public code of morals were strictly en- 
forced, according to Kinsey, 95% of the active male pop- 
ulation would have to be put away. Actual figures are 
given on sex practices and sex relations existing on dif- 
ferent age levels among social groups in a new book ex- 
plaining the Kinsey Report—FROM FREUD TO KINSEY. 


NEW FACTS ABOUT YOURSELF 
Things previously not talked about now appear wide- 
spread and common. For people who are tortured with 
shame, startling new information is available. Many 
divorces may be averted and broken families saved with 
this new knowledge. This amazing book also presents 
other vital 20th century sex studies. Works of Freud, 
Ellis, Stopes, Sanger and others are explained in simple, 
non-technical language. 
ORDER ON APPROVAL 

Order FROM FREUD TO KINSEY in plain wrapper for 

lays’ FREE examination, If not thoroughly satisfied, 
return for immediate refund of complete purchase price. 
Don't wait! Act nowl 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL - MAIL COUPON NOW 


PLAZA BOOK CO., Dept. oe 

109 Broad St., New York 4, 7. j 
Rush FROM FREUD TO KINSEY in plain wrap- 

i] per for 10 DAY FREE TRIAL. If — satisfied, I ! 

get my arg rine refunded at on 








{ CG Send C.0.D. pay postman $1.98 "Plus postage. ] 
“) I enclose $1. os. You pay all postag 

l,, Name... Age. i 
Address.......... ! 
| Re el Zone. State 1 





y 
Canada & Foreign—No C.0O.D.—Send $2.50 


AMAZING PAZQ ACTS TO 


RELIEVE PAIN 
or simpce PILES 
INSTANTLY 


g relief from miseries of 
= piles, ag soothing .Pazo*! Acts 
to relieve pain, itching instantly—soothes 
inflamed tissues—lubricates dry, hard- 
ened parts—helps prevent cracking, sore- 
ness—reduce swelling. You get real com- 
sorting help. Don’t suffer needless torture 
from aoe e piles. Get Pazo for fast, won- 
derful relief. Ask your doctor about it, 
Suppository form—also tubes with per- 
forated pile pipe for easy application. 
*Pazo Oinlment and Suppositories ® 







Why Lack Virility and Pep! 


MALE > 4 HORMONES 


MEN...DON’T LET YOUTHFUL, 
NATURAL POWER SLIP AWAY! 
GUARANTEED! The hormone approved by 
medical sci that sex power and 
sex growth. Shortage of an wonderful hormone 
might be iling ox e for sex weakness, for miss- 
ing life's thrilli siemoes. If lacking, here is 
ser Kno pape ALE HOR, INE, now available 

hout a pence ose os take tablet form. 
GUARANTEED to produce desired results or your 
money refunded. Satisfied users from coast-to- 
coast. Special low price, with directions, 30 da 
supply $5.00. 75 day supply $10.00. DOUB 
STRENGTH $10.00. Send cash or order C. O. D. 
ATTENTION...ALL WOMEN 
Female SEX HORMONES also available. 
Guaranteed, or your money refund 
30 day supply $5.00. 3 months supply $10.00. 
ORDER IMMEDIATELY 
)MALE (© FEMALE 0) $5.00 O $10.00 
DOUBLE-STRENGTH OCASH OC.O.D. 


PEP PHARMACAL COMPANY 
Dept.P562-F 618 OLIVE STREET, ST. LOUIS, MO. 
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a man can never be produced in reality. 
However, in our society. woman is depend- 
ent on the man for economic security, and 
for this reason the woman who does not 
succeed in marrying the man she loves, 
will usually take the one who can fill other 
qualifications, and among these, money is 
the one that most often receives first con- 
sideration. 

“Without equivocation, I can say that 
ALL women want to marry for love. Peo- 
ple are ruled by their emotions, men as 
well as women. Love is the strongest emo- 
tion there is. A mink coat may have ever 
so much appeal for a glamour-struck girl, 
but trading her soul to get it is a precious 
price to pay when she discovers that her 
marriage bargain lacks the warmth of hu- 
man relations. 

“There are advantages, I don’t deny. in 
marrying a man of wealth. But what pleas- 
ure can that wealth give a woman if she 
does not also love the man? A woman 
desires to please the man she loves. If she 
does not love her husband. all the finery 
that his money can buy will not make her 
happy. 

“She will often marry her wealthy suitor 
with the reservation in mind that she will 
get as much as she can out of marriage 
and give as little as possible, but is that 
a marriage? Can two people living to- 
gether and bound only by a marriage li- 
cense and a bank account call that kind 
of an arrangement a marriage? I should 
think not. 

“T admit that some girls do marry for 
money but they do so only when they can- 
not marry for love. They will choose love 
first. On the other hand, you cannot judge 
women by the behavior of the occasional 
golddigger, any more than you can judge 
all men by the standards of the gigolo. or 
the conk-haired playboy who is waiting for 
a rich widow to make him a bid to the 
marriage altar. A woman has a right to 
look forward to certain fulfillments when 
she marries. When she lucky enough 
to marry the man she loves, she also ex- 
pects him to be a good provider. a good 
father to her children. and ambitious 
enough to better himself economically. 
Admittedly money cannot be overlooked in 


marriage. but it must not be given first 
consideration over love. It should be 


thought about in its proper perspective and 
not allowed to dominate a girl’s romantic 
pursuits so much so that in every man she 
meets she immediately hopes she can get a 
Dun & Bradstreet rating on him. 

“I realize that marriage cannot exist 
without money, but what of the women 
who are warned against certain types of 
husbands—gamblers, drunkards, ne’er-do- 
wells, etc.—yet marry them in spite of fam- 
ily and everybody else. They certainly 
must marry for love. and I’m sure I can 
point to more examples of these than I can 
to happily married women who landed 
themselves a ‘good catch.’ as the saying 
goes. 

“Moreover, the trend today has become 
such that women are even willing to make 


sacrifices and work to help their GI hy 
bands through school or to a point when 
he can manage his family without her aid 
I say marry for love and let the mone 
take care of itself. Two people who ay 
genuinely happy with each other can 4. 
ways find a way to work out their financig| 
problems.” 


HEN she had finished I found mysejj 

agreeing wholeheartedly with every. 
thing she said, but then when the ney 
speaker began listing his arguments on the 
other side of the question I was just as 
confused as I was in the beginning. 

“Porgy may sing ‘I got plenty o’ nuttin, 
and nuttin is plenty for me.” the lawye 
quipped, referring to the play, Porgy and 
Bess, “but as I remember even he loses his 
girl in the next act. Money? You can’ 
get away from it in marriage, and lucky 
is the girl who can find her man with q 
bank account and lead him to the altar! 

“There was a time, perhaps, when mar. 
rying for love in the romantic tradition was 
considered by society as an ideal marriage, 
But what has happened? Look at the di- 
vorce court statistics and you can see that 
love has either been lost in the shuffle or 
there wasn’t much love to begin with in 
too many cases. If we look at it objectively 
and agree that most people do marry for 
love. then how can we explain away the 
fact that one out of every three of those 
marriages are going on the rocks every 
year? What happened to that love if it 
was such a great binder among people 
trying to join their lives toward a happy 
and common goal? I can tell you in one 
simple word—money! 

“No matter how you look at it, what 
fancy name you give it, the fact remains 
that money—and the lack of it—is the 
basic cause behind at least two-thirds of 
our divorces today. Call it housing, call it 
job difficulties. call it poor budget-plan- 
ning or anything else you can think of but 
common sense will tell you that the al- 
mighty dollar is behind it all. Even our 
system of free enterprise recognizes that 
the woman—the married woman, that is— 
is the biggest spender in our society, so 
most advertising is directed at prying her 
loose from that dollar which she usually 
gets from her husband. And when you 
figure that 80 per cent of all buying is 
usually done by women, then what else 
could be so important in her life than hay- 
ing a fat pocketbook to take care of her 
own and her family’s needs. 

“I’m not selling a bill of goods for the 
golddigger or the other preying females 
who set their caps for the business and 
professional rajahs with their Cadillacs 
and flat buildings, but I’m saying simply 
that marriage creates a home, = a home, 
in turn, creates a need for money if it is 
to survive. The average woman will strike 
up a romance with a handsome but penni- 
less man on the theory that at that point in 
her life she is ‘living life.’ She looks upon 
him as part of the ‘adventure’ in her young 
life, but when it comes to thinking about 
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marriage her first thoughts are of how well 
can he provide for me—where will we live 
and will I be able to afford the shoes and 
gowns my father has always bought me. 
If she can’t find an immediate answer to 
these questions she usually strings him 
along until she can find a more well-heeled 
suitor who can match his affections with a 
dollars and cents background.” 

“Women in our society,” he 
more seriously, “are cradled in a sense of 
fear; born, raised, taught and filled with 
the one greatest triumph of the world— 
security—security—security. They, in ef- 
fect say, ‘Give me security and you can 
keep happiness.’ How many women do you 
know actually who have risked all for hap- 
piness? There may be few but they are 
exceptions to the rule. It takes not only 
intelligence, but courage, and God knows, 
women are not always blessed with either.” 

Others on the panel were just as con- 
vincing in their arguments, but in spite of 
all that was said, I was still not satisfied 
that I could dare make a decision to my 
When the discussions were 
had 


continued 


own problem. 
over I waited until almost everyone 
gone, then approached the lawyer timidly 
and asked if he could advise me person- 
ally. I told him about Mr. Smothers, about 
Ralph, and about my mother and he too 
admitted that mine was a situation that 
didn’t quite fit the usual circumstances of 
a girl who is husband-hunting. But after 
calling the others aside and telling them 
what I had just told him, they agreed 
without exception that for the happiness 
of all concerned I would make the best 
choice in marrying Ralph. 

I was surprised that the lawyer would 
side with the others in making such a sug- 
gestion, but now that I think about it there 
was much logic in his as well as the other’s 
reasoning. In short, what they told me 
was that I would not only bring about my 
own unhappiness by marrying Mr. Smoth- 
ers for his money, but that I would also 
cause my mother to worry and be unhappy 
once she found out my real reason for 
marrying a man so much older than my- 
self. They pointed out that with a little 
effort and sacrifice on the part of both 
Ralph and myself, we could eventually 
save enough money to give my mother the 
operation she needed and that when she 
would be well again nothing could take 
the place of the happiness we would both 
share for having accomplished this to- 
gether. 

When I told Mr. 
sion a few days later he wished me happi- 
ness, but I could tell that he felt hurt 
because I had spurned his offer. 

Right now Ralph and I are busy making 


Smothers of my deci- 


plans for our wedding date, and according 
to the way we have things worked out it 
won’t be too long before mother can have 
Some of you might argue 
that I could do just as well—or better—by 
marrying Mr. Smothers. but I don’t think 
you can convince me that I could find more 
happiness in the decision I made. 


her operation. 


Heart Disease 
(Continued from Page 40) 


where, for some reason or other. the heart 
muscle is killed and replaced with scar tis- 
In medical parlance this is called 
Since the heart beats 
its muscle, 


sue. 
chronic myocarditis. 
because of the contraction of 
naturally it becomes less efficient if some 
of the muscle is lost. If the replacement 
of muscle tissue continues there comes a 
time when the heart cannot keep up a 
proper flow of blood. The distant organs 
suffer from the lack of a supply of fresh 
blood and stagnant blood piles up in the 
blood vessels unable to be moved and reno- 
vated in the lungs. 

Chronic myocarditis is often caused by 
the action of poisons on the heart, particu- 
larly by the poison of bacterial infections 
although other conditions like lead poison- 
ing can have the same effect. Most often, 
however, chronic myocarditis is the result 
of an interference with the supply of blood 
to the heart muscle. The coronary arteries 
may become obstructed in various ways. 

The commonest source of obstruction is 
hardening of the arteries (arteriosclerosis). 
The heart blood vessels, in common with 
the blood vessels all over the body, become 
thick, hard, and the opening in them gets 
to be very small and inadequate. This con- 
dition usually develops very slowly and 
often reaches its maximum only at old age 
although dangerous effects can culminate 
at much earlier ages. Sometimes the coro- 
nary arteries undergo a spasm in which 


the muscle in their walls contract very 
tightly, so much so as to completely ob- 


literate their opening. This action when 
accompanied with severe pain is known as 
angina pectoris. If the spasm is complete 
enough it may cause sudden death. Other- 
wise it and arteriosclerosis produce de- 
struction of small patches of heart muscle 
from time to time with a resulting chronic 
myocarditis. 

leaky valve in an automobile tire or 
a bathroom faucet is a troublesome affair 
but it can be repaired without much diff- 
culty. When, the 
heart it may be disastrous and repair is out 
of the question. Heart valves operate to 
keep the blood flowing in one direction. 
When they fail to operate properly the 
blood forced from the heart during a con- 
traction flows back into it when the heart 
relaxes. By beating faster and more strong- 
ly the heart can for a while make up for 
the backflow. Like any other muscle that 
does an extra amount of work the heart, 


however, it occurs in 


under these conditions, becomes very much 
larger and stronger. But if the condition 
of the valves becomes worse or if the heart 
muscle is impaired there comes a time when 
the organ, even in its enlarged condition, 
is unable to compensate for the valve de- 


fects. It is then when heart failure begins. 
Several conditions may lead to valvular 


heart disease. The commonest one is the 
dreaded rheumatic fever that has such a 


fearful effect upon children. Another is 
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streptococcus infections which often begin 
as a simple sore throat. Both of these 
diseases produce warty-like growths on the 
heart valves, mechanically preventing them 
from closing properly. Even when these 
growths disappear they leave the valves 
scarred and shriveled so that forever they 
are crippled, leaky, and inefficient. Syphilis 
is another disease that can cause irrepar. 
able damage to the heart valves. 

These three forms of heart disease, 
namely, chronic myocarditis, chronic valy. 
ular heart disease, and coronary artery 
disease, account for 90 per cent of all heart 
deaths. They cause death in one of two 
ways. They may cause one to die sudden. 
ly, either to drop dead in the street, par. 
ticularly after exertion, or to die while 
asleep. Or they may result in a long 
drawn-out illness known as chronic heart 
failure in which the patient has, among 
other things, extreme shortness of breath 
and pain on the least exertion, a tendency 
toward dropsy, anemia, and a susceptibil- 
ity to fatal infection, especially pneumonia, 

It would be gratifying if something could 
be said herein in the way of instruction as 
to how heart disease can be prevented. But 
since doctors know very little about the 
basic causes of these maladies nothing more 
than broad generalities can be given. For 
instance, no physical exertion should ever 
be undertaken by adults that severely over- 
taxes the heart. A person over 40 years of 
age should give up such strenuous exercise 
as tennis, basketball, football, and foot 
races. Any exertion, such as running up- 
stairs or after a streetcar, that makes you 
short of breath for a period longer than 
two or three minutes has put too much 
strain on the heart. 

It is being realized more and more that 
the emotional life of a person has an im- 
portant role in causing heart disease, espe- 
cially that form of heart disease associated 
with changes in the coronary arteries. 
Highly charged emotional experiences such 
as anger, anxiety, and undue excitement 
cause nervous impulses to be sent out from 
the brain that contract the coronary ar- 
teries and make the heart beat much faster. 
This effect is so severe at times as to be 
fatal. Champion Joe Louis would be 
alarmed to know the number of people who 
have died while listening to a particularly 
exciting broadcast of one of his fights. 

Perhaps the most practical advice that 
can be given is to undergo a periodic phys- 
ical examination. The modern doctor is 
equipped with a variety of techniques and 
instruments with which he can accurately 
determine the present condition of your 
heart. He can also tell you with a certain 
degree of assurance your likelihood of de- 
veloping heart disease in the future. With 
the help of the stethoscope, the fluoroscope, 
the electrocardiograph, the chemistry lab- 
oratory, a group of test exercises, and 4 
number of old and new miracle drugs, he 
can go a long way in keeping you from 
being one of the half million people who 

will surely die from heart disease this year. 





thougl 
an une 
Mar 
about 
distan 
yery € 
cially 
was I‘ 
After 
or fou 
Ameri 
time a 
office § 
a 
night. 
I be 
teleph 
to be 
seeme 
all. * 
over t 
a pla 
away 
was b 
him t 
marrit 
friend 
begge 
New 
other 
thoug 
right 
It 1 
met W 
We si 
and | 
never 
Chris' 
dinne 
morni 
and I 
plans 
awful 
pany, 
phone 
day— 
fun o 
As 
got a 
had i 
to cal 
where 
big k 
taine! 
sands 
natur 
stand 
and | 
hund 
riage 
plain 
as hi: 
On 
Phill 
happ 
at th 
bride 
ding 
rece] 
hous 








1 begin 
f these 
on the 
g them 
1 these 
valves 
or they 
yphilis 
rrepar- 


isease, 
Cc Valy- 
artery 
| heart 
of two 
idden.- 
|, par- 
while 
long 
heart 
imong 
yreath 
dency 
ptibil- 
nonia, 
could 
on as 
. But 
t the 
more 
For 
ever 
over- 
rs of 
TCise 
foot 
Up. 
- you 
than 
nuch 


that 

im- 
spe: 
ated 
ries, 
such 
nent 
rom 

ar- 
ster. 
be 

be 
who 
arly 


hat 
1ys- 
js 





How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 5) 


though Arthur appealed to me, I still had 
an uneasy feeling about show people. 

Many months passed and I had forgotten 
about Arthur. Then, one morning, a long 
distance call came from Florida. I was 
very excited to hear from Arthur—espe- 
cially from such a long distance. That 
was really the beginning of our romance. 
After the first call, he phoned me three 
or four times a week. I was working for 
American Telephone and Telegraph at the 
time and, each morning, I walked into the 
office and said proudly to the other girls: 

“Guess where he called me from last 
night.” 

| began to look forward eagerly to the 
telephone conversations. Arthur seemed 
to be so different over the phone. He 
seemed to be glad that I was a “drag” after 
all. Then after a few weeks he proposed 
over the telephone. He wanted me to get 
a plane and come down to Florida right 
away so we could be married. I felt he 
was being pretty hasty about it and told 
him that when I married, I wanted to be 
married in Brooklyn where my family and 
friends were. I kept making excuses and 
begged him to wait until he came back to 
New York. We didn’t really know each 
other too well, I reminded him, and I 
thought we ought to be sure that we were 
right for each other. 

It was more than a year after we had 
met when Arthur came back to New York. 
We saw each other as much as possible 
and had a wonderful time together. I'll 
never forget the day—three days before 
Christmas—when he came to my house for 
dinner. He was leaving on tour the next 
morning. He slipped a ring on my finger 
and I was very thrilled. I began to make 
plans for the wedding. We contributed an 
awful lot of money to the telephone com- 
pany, carrying on our courtship over the 
phone. (We still do.) I wrote him every 
day—typewritten letters because he made 
fun of my handwriting. 

As the wedding date approached, Arthur 
got awfully nervous. He found out that I 
had invited 300 people and he wanted me 
to cancel the invitations and run off some- 
where with him to get married. I got a 
big kick out of that. Here was an enter- 
tainer who daily appeared in front of thou- 
sands of people, perfectly composed and 
natural on stages of theaters and band 
stands at public halls all over America— 
and he was nervous about having a few 
hundred people see him taking his mar- 
riage vows. I had to talk to him and ex- 
plain that he wouldn’t even see the people, 
as his back would be toward them. 

On June 6, 1948, we got married in St. 
Phillips Church in Brooklyn. I was the 
happiest person seeing him standing there 
at the altar waiting for me. We had three 
bridesmaids and three ushers. My wed- 
ding gown was my first long dress. The 
reception was at my father’s house and the 
house and yard were beautifully decorated. 





We sneaked away on our honeymoon 
and went to Spartansburg, South Carolina, 
Arthur’s native city. I met all his family 
and we spent two glorious weeks with them. 
Back in New York, we barely took time 
to put clean clothes in our suitcases and 
off we went to Buffalo, New York, where 
the rest of my family lives. 

Of course, this all-too-brief honeymoon 
had to end. The band was now ready to 
hit the road again and off they went. Then 
and ever since—when Arthur has gone 
away on trips—I felt as though I couldn’t 
stand the separation. I wanted no one 
but Arthur. We didn’t have our own apart- 
ment. We lived with my father. I began 
to look around me in search of something 
to occupy my time. 

The perfect solution occurred to me. I 
had married a man weighing 210 pounds 
and I knew he enjoyed eating very much. 
After work, I began to make myself busy 
in the kitchen, learning to cook things he 
would enjoy. It was a good idea for now 
we both enjoy working in the kitchen. In 
fact, now that we have our own little home 
in Saint Albans—which Arthur bought on 
our second anniversary, we spend most of 
our time in the kitchen when he is home. 
He is a wonderful cook, specializing in real 


Southern dishes—collard greens, corn 
bread, chicken dumplings. He prepares 
food rapidly and seasons it to a “T.” My 


singer-husband says he’s cooking food to 
make me fat. I try to cook to make him 
happy, not fatter. 

My hunch about learning to cook paid 
off. Arthur once had a habit of going to 
his sister’s house in New York to eat hot 
rolls. I cured that. I didn’t mind his go- 
ing out to visit, but not because I couldn’t 
cook. I got busy and learned how to make 
hot rolls the way he liked them. 

When we aren’t in the kitchen, Arthur 
is usually playing with his pet dog or read- 
ing comic books. He loves his Western 
movies and murder stories on the radio. 
I’m not particular about movies, but I go 
just to be with him. We are apart too 
often to be separated when he is home. 
He’s getting to the point where he doesn’t 
like his long tours any more because, ever 
since we got our home, he has taken a real 
interest in it. We work in our garden to- 
gether and take walks with Butch—that’s 
the dog. We don’t get around too much. 

I have really changed my impression of 
show folk as we have lived a quiet, normal 
life, even though we are separated most of 
the time. But that only makes the heart 
grow fonder. 

I’m always so happy when the band re- 
turns home and we start living all over 
agasn. Many people have asked me how I 
liked this type of life and I try to explain 
that I am fully aware of its advantages as 
well as disadvantages. But we never get 
a chance to get tired of one another. We 
are so happy to be back together again. 
I please Arthur and he pleases me and we 
are both terribly happy. I have told him 
that our life is like one honeymoon after 
another. I hope it will always be this way. 
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that we will refund your 
money if after the third application hair grows 
back. Priced at only $2.00. Rush your name and 
address. Enclose check, cash or money order or 
we will send C.0.D. plus postal charges. 
MODERN COSMETICS 
321 Broodway, Dept. G-23,New York, N. Y. 


77 





. were 


HUMANIA HAIR-DO'S 


Enchanted glamour in hair pieces, created by 
HUMANIA for Women of all ages... finer 
quality human hair. om | blended to add 
new charm to your personal beauty. 
A reliable firm...selling to and recommended 
th ds of satisfied women since 1910. 
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NEW YORK CITY 10, N. Y. 
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How do they become so desirable to men— 
experience so much Love, Romance, In- 
trigue, Excitement? Here is a way—a way 
to reach the very climax of female loveli- 
ness. New ‘Secret Desire’’ Creme Sachet 
contains rich, precious oils in a special van- 
ishing cream base which you rub on any 
part of your body, thus (and this is impor- 
tant) allowing your own body heat to slowly 
vaporize its exotic, thrilling fragrances all 
about you mysteriously, excitingly! One 
application lasts many hours. You'll never 
know how truly feminine you can be until 
you try it, so we make this Special Intro- 
ductory Offer—send - $1.00 plus 20c tax 
(total: $1.20) for a generous jar of Secret 
Desire Creme Sachet, postpaid —or sent 
C.O.D. for $1.20 plus 20c C.O.D. fee and 
c postage and handling (total $1.45). Try 
} applications. If you don’t find it one of 
the most thrilling experiences of your life, 
return the jar and receive your money back. 
Keystone Co. Dept. T, Memphis, Tenn. 
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My 
Life 
Story 


(Continued from Page 27) 
took him aside and suggested I was too 


young. Mr. Sissle came back to me and 
smiled. “How old are you?” he asked. I 
decided to tell the truth. 

“I’m 15,” I said. It was a big mistake. 

They were all very nice about it, but ex- 
plained that it was unlawful to employ 
chorus girls in New York who were under 
16. I cried like a little child. Tears flowed 
down my face and I turned and stumbled 
out of the theater. For me it was one of 
my life’s darkest moments. 

One night after the show I gathered my 
belongings together, packed a tiny bag, 
borrowed a few dollars from fellow chorus 
girls, and bought a train ticket for New 
York. 

Where was I going? I had no definite 
plans. I knew that New York was the Big 
Time and I was going there. I had caught 
the fever of show business and my little 
experience had only whetted my appetite 
for dancing. I wanted to dance, sing, do 
anything that would keep me in the enter- 
tainment business and among performers. 
I decided I would have to break out and 
try it alone. I was on my way, young, 
alive, ambitious and with the adventure 
and romance of show business seething 
inside me. 

The year was 1921 and I was standing 
on the corner of Broadway and 42nd Street 
staring at the rushing crowds and the 
buildings. I had no money, but I did have 
a strong desire to say something in the 
theater. New York fascinated me very 
much, but the glamour of a big city soon 
wears off when your money is gone. I had 
to find work. 

I journeyed up to the Sixty-third Street 
Theater to try to get a job in the chorus 
of Shuffle Along, which had become a 
smash hit. Auditions for new chorus girls 
were being held in the theater. I didn’t 
know a soul in New York. I went into the 
theater scared and alone. I asked for an 
audition, and was glared at by the show’s 
dance director who was auditioning the 
girls. “Come back, tomorrow, kid,” he said 
gruffly. I went out into the street, feeling 
both sad and bitter. I was broke, hungry 
and without friends. I had literally no 
place to go. I didn’t know where I could 
spend the night. That night I slept on a 
bench in Central Park after walking for 
blocks trying to figure things out. 

I made up my mind to go back to the 
theater and get an audition. After several 
attempts I finally talked to the dance di- 
rector again. “No,” he told me, shaking 
his head contemptuously, “you won’t do. 
You’re too young. You're still a kid. And 
besides you’re ugly. You have a terrible 
figure. G’bye!” 





I walked out, feeling rejected and 
beaten. I felt like crying. But the tears 
didn’t come. I was crying inside, I think, 
I wanted to work. I wanted to dance. 
Nothing succeeds like persistence, and ] 
started a one-woman job campaign at the 
63rd Street Theater. I went back again 
and again and again. Always I asked if 
there were any openings in the show for 
chorus girls. And I received the same de. 
pressing answer, “No.” 

I looked elsewhere for work, but I kept 
my eyes on Shuffle Along, which was be. 
ing hailed as the finest modern Negro mv. 
sical. I wanted to be a part of that great 
show. After a few months of success on 
Broadway the show’s producers decided to 
organize a touring company and send it 
out into the hinterland. Naturally, when 
they started casting the road company | 
showed up bright and early the first morn- 
ing of auditions for chorus girls. I got 
the job. 

Life seemed beautiful and good again, 
I wanted to dance in the streets and sing, 
I felt so happy. I was back in the busi- 
ness, and it was so good to be back. 

Shuffle Along broke box-office records 
and made theatrical history. It was a truly 
wonderful show. It was bright, fast, funny 
and gay all at the same time. The show 
was a Negro creation all the way through, 
being written, produced, directed and per- 
formed by Negroes. Both the New York 
and road companies were full of talented 
performers. Hall Johnson, who became fa- 
mous as a director of choirs, was a member 
of the orchestra. So was that internation- 
ally-known composer, William Grant Still. 
Miller and Lyles were the comic team who 
worked in blackface, and they were a great 
pair. 

There were others too, destined to be- 
come great performers. Trixie Smith, a 
blues artist, sang He May Be Your Man 
But He Comes to See Me Sometimes. 
Caterina Jarboro, a woman with a fine 
voice and wonderful presence, was in the 
chorus. Years later she developed into a 
first-rate concert singer. The entire coun- 
try was singing the show’s hit songs, en- 
gaging tunes like I’m Just Wild About 
Harry, Love Will Find a Way, Bandana 
Days and Gypsy Blues. Some of these 
tunes travelled around the globe. 

One of the, great features of Shuffle 
Along was its dancing. The critics used 
adjectives like “exciting” and “exhilarat- 
ing” to describe the dance numbers. 

Florence Mills, the great little trouper, 
was probably the biggest star of Shuffle 
Along. It was her first important role and 
she scored a triumph. 

Miller and Lyles were a wonderful com- 
edy team. They had built up a huge vaude- 
ville following long before their Broad- 
way debut in Shuffle Along. Their act was 
full of variety, and unlike other comedy 
teams of the period, they did not confine 
themselves to one routine. Both men were 
masters of ad-lib comedy. This fine act 
was broken up in 1933 when Aubrey Lyles 
died. 








W. 
ing 
me i 
forma 
starte 
dance 
to ris 
routin 
exotic 
Along 
Bef 
ing a 
as a ¢ 
for 0 
choru 
careft 
start 
the o' 
did. 
withit 
Some! 
step 0 
ing 9 
make 
Dai 
essary} 
routin 
solo | 
was 
faces 
seekit 
I be 
the se 
and 
sets WV 
I was 
at the 
of m 
in the 
Iw 
along 
some 
show- 
stage 
the e1 
funny 
didn’ 
reput 
girl w 
I hav 
in Sh 
“Bi 
have 
me. f 
danci 
an ul 
Iw 
more 
ily. | 
cles. 
extra) 
was a 
I was 
It 
emers 
and | 
the s! 








1 and 
- tears 
think, 
dance. 
and | 
at the 
again 
ked if 
Ww for 
ne de. 


kept 
iS be- 
D> Mu- 
great 
SS on 
ed to 
nd it 
when 
iny | 
norn- 
| got 


gain, 
sing, 
busi- 


ords 
ruly 
nny 
how 
ugh, 
per- 
ork 
ated 
> fa- 
iber 
ion- 
till. 
who 
reat 


he- 


, a 





Shuffle Along ran in New York for over 
a year, and toured the country for two 
years. It was the kind of show that every- 
one wanted to see and it was as much dis- 
cussed as South Pacific is today. 


| WAS awfully happy when I was danc- 

Dancing freed my spirit and gave 
me indescribable pleasure. Every per- 
formance in Shuffle Along fun. I 
started as a member of the second row of 
dancers. But I had an urge to be different. 
to rise above the pattern of dull chorus 
routines and perform in an exciting and 
exotic way. I got my chance in Shuffle 
Along. 

Before I joined the show I had been us- 
ing a lot of odd tricks and funny antics 
as a chorus girl. It had always been hard 
for me to accept the discipline of the 
chorus line which called for precision and 
rehearsed routines. I used to 
start out all right. dancing in time with 
the other girls and doing what the others 
did. But something would start surging 
within me and I would start acting up. 
Sometimes I couldn’t control the urge to 
step out and perform on my own. The feel- 
ing would become uncontrollable and 
make me do strange things. 

Dance directors had often found it nec- 
essary to scold me severely for breaking 


ing. 


was 


carefully 


routines and giving what amounted to a 


solo performance in a chorus line. But it 
was impossible for me to stop making 
faces and twisting and shaking. I was 


seeking originality of expression. 

I began to be noticed even back there in 
the second row of dancers. My clowning 
and mugging came to be regarded as as- 
sets which ought not to be suppressed. So 
I was moved into the front row and placed 
at the end of the line. I had achieved one 
of my earliest ambitions: to be end girl 
in the chorus of a Broadway show. 

I was approaching 17 and really coming 
along. I was cutting up in the chorus and 
some of the girls in the line didn’t like my 
show-stealing antics. People came back- 
stage to ask for “the strange little girl on 
the end of the chorus line who does such 
funny things with her face and body.” I 
didn’t receive any kind of billing. but my 
reputation as an unusual kind of chorus 
girl was spreading fast. All over the world 
I have met people who recalled my work 
in Shuffle Along. 

“But I was not a star of that show.” | 
have always insisted. 

“Yes,” they invariably answer. “but your 
dancing was so different. You stood out in 
an unforgettable way.” 

I was standing out like a sore thumb in 
more ways than one. I rolled my eyes craz- 
ily. I worked my shoulders in furious cir- 
cles. I flung my arms and legs about in 
extravagant gestures. Every performance 
was a joy to me. It was a grand show and 
I was thrilled to be in it. 

It took a while for my personality to 
emerge. But it happened very suddenly 
and I had started to arrive. On the road 
the show got excellent notices. It wasn’t 


long before the critics took notice of me 
and remarked on my odd style and amus- 
ing facial expressions. Word of my work 
drifted into New York. I began to be 
talked about. My salary went up. too, and 
before Shuffle Along closed I was getting 
$125 a week, which gave me the distinc- 
tion of being the highest-paid chorus girl 
in the world. 

Fame 
money was 


coming my way and the 
I was happier than I 
had ever been in my life. I reestablished 
contact with Mama and the rest of my 
family and sent them money regularly. I 
felt proud to be helping the folks back 
home. But Mama never reconciled herself 
to my profession. As far as she was con- 
cerned I was her little girl who had dis- 
obeyed her. To her show business was an 
evil and immoral profession and I was her 
wayward daughter. When her friends 
would ask about me, Mama would tell 
them shamefully, “Tumpy is dancing in a 


was 


good. 


show.” 

As the months passed my relations with 
the other girls in the chorus got worse. 
Some of them disliked me very much and 
it made me unhappy. They resented me 
because of the publicity I was getting and 
my prominence in the chorus. I discovered 
too that many of the girls drew a vicious 
color line. I was not only the end girl, but 
the darkest in color. Endless abuse was 
poured on me. It was then that I began 
to realize that Negroes discriminate against 
each other. The majority of the girls were 
light-brown or yellow-complexioned and 
prided themselves on their lightness. Negro 


chorus girls at that time were hired for 
their good looks, dancing ability—and 


light color. They had to be the right shade 
or they wouldn’t qualify. 

When I was hired for the chorus of 
Shuffle Along I helped to set a precedent. 
My complexion, darker than that of the 
other girls, made me exceptional. It also 
made me the target of the. other girls’ 
taunts and scorn. 

Not all of the chorus girls treated me 


badly. I made friends with several of the 
girls, and through the years I have cher- 


ished their friendship. One of my dearest 
friends was Bessie Allison. who was in the 
chorus and was considered one of the most 
women in business. She 
befriended me at a time when I felt very 
lonely in a hostile world. I shall never 
forget her warmth and gentle sweetness. 
Bessie later went into a couple of hit 
Broadway shows, and married Charlie Bu- 
chanan. the general manager of the 
Savoy Ballroom in Harlem. 

Evelyn Shepard, another chorus girl, 
sheltered me and was a wonderful com- 
panion. There were others too who were 
nice to me. I can’t mention them all by 
name but they have a very warm place in 
my heart. 

I suppose little Shep was my dearest 
friend in Shuffle Along. Without her New 
York would have been a cold and heart- 
less place. Our friendship gave meaning 
to my life and gave me untold courage. 
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“The Sexual Study of the 
Male and Female Human 
Body in Color Pictures” 
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Manual.’’ The many life- 
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Limited offer — Mail 
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book on sex re- 
lations publish- 
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until now! Old 
fashioned false fears 
and practices rob you 
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$1.98 ($5.00 value). 
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much more than $1.98 
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Order now — delay 
is lost satisfaction.’ 
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A Complete 
fair Beant y Me: 
No single hair prep- 


aration can completely 
beautify your hair. 





MAC Home Kit contains all FOUR of the 


basic, necessary ingredients to give you 


that perfect hair groom. So easy to use. 


MAC Crudoline Scalp Oil. 

Quick, lasting relief from embarrassing 
dandruff, dry, falling hair, split ends. Give 
yourself a rich treat with a hot oil treatment. 


MAC Emulsifier. 

A super lather hair cleanser. Softens the most 
unruly hair. Brings out natural gloss and luster. 
Not just a shampoo. Safe, and so easy to use. 


MAC Pressing Oil. 

For Glamorous Appearance. Process blended 
to eliminate greasy looking hair. Holds curls 
and waves for weeks, even in hottest weather, 
when used according to directions. 


MAC Brilliantine. 

For the ultimate in smart grooming. For a 
rich feeling of satisfaction top off with this 
exquisite brilliantine. Your hair will be lus- 
trous and universally admired. 





Satisfaction Guaranteed! 


MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 


! MAC COMPANY, 4015 INDIANA AVE. ! 
i CHICAGO 15, ILLINOIS, Department G 








§ Complete Kit, Worth.........-.0--000- $3.60 I 
g tim mited Special Offer, $2.00 plus tax .40c = $2.40 J 
y' NAME ! 
y ADDRESS_ I 
} = ZONE. STATE. ! 
y We pay | postage. Sorry—no C. 0.D D. with speciol offer. ! 
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every need! Many sets of matched buttons that 
be used on Dresses, Blouses, Skirts, Bags and 
ther household or apparel use. These buttons 
autifully designed in many sizes, shapes an 
So useful in many ways around the house. 
ted buttons at this low, low price of $1.00 


a tremendous value. Order $ 00 
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while supply lasts. Enclose $1.00 
ac ch package of 700 buttons. Mail 
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pf you are 

hamed because of your 
s wny, too-thin figure... . if 
inderweight makes you nerv- 


is, jittery and unpopular, here 
wonderful hope for you. Now, 
every normally healthy but un- 
derweight person may put on 
pounds of firm, attractive flesh— 
add 1 inches to bust, hips, and legs 
and do it SAFELY by taking 
nt-tasting GAYN-WAYT. No 
rous drugs, nothing harmful. 
zing new GAYN-WAYT for- 
, in easy to take form, contains 
vitamin-minerals 









help stimulate your appetite so that 
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gain weight safely, surely and nor- 

mally! So why be the object of ridi- 

le any longer? If you are skinny, 

t GAYN-WAYT right away. Know what it is 

to capture love and romance with a figure you 
an be proud of. Send for GAYN-WAYT today. 

SEND NO MONEY Send name and ad- 

dress. On arrival pay 

postman only $2.00 plus C.O.D. postage on guar- 

antee of satisfaction or Money —, — sent, 

pay postage.) TODAY, send na 


Malo'N BLOOM PRODUCTS co., "Dept. 123-d 
758 N. Ogden Ave. Chicago 22, Ill. 
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Shep defended me time and again when 
the other girls mocked me. “Stop making 
fun of Josephine,” she used to tell them. 
“She'll be a success one day. Just wait 
and see. Then you'll all be sorry you 
treated her this way.” 

Evelyn encouraged me in many little 
ways. We had our disagreements, too, 
most of which were pretty funny. I re- 
member getting furious one Christmas 
when she gave me two handkerchiefs as a 
gift. I felt badly because Shep had given 
the other girls large boxes of notepaper. 
“Why,” I asked her, “didn’t I get a box 
of notepaper too?” 

Evelyn couldn’t understand my feeling 
about it, and tried to calm me by saying, 
“Why, it’s the thought that counts, dear, 
not the gift itself.” In the end Evelyn ex- 
changed the handkerchiefs for a box of 
notepaper and gave it to me with a smile. 

When I was in New York I lived with 
Evelyn and her mother in a large house 
in Harlem. I was very serious in those 
days. I had no time for boy friends. I 
lived only to dance and to improve my 
work. I rehearsed alone in the theater 
sometimes for hours at a time. There were 
times when sheer will power alone kept me 
going. I was trying to better my act and 
I knew that work alone would do it. I 
wasn’t sure what my ultimate ambition 
was, although deep down inside I suppose 
I cherished the dream of one day becom- 
ing a star. 

Shuffle Along’s fabulous road tour fi- 
nally came to an end and I returned to 
New York and resumed the back-breaking, 
soul-searing task of looking for work in 
the theater. I trudged the streets, calling 
at producers’ offices and visiting agents. 
It was a wearisome routine, but something 
finally happened. I worked in Chocolate 
Dandies a while. 

Then I got a job at the old Plantation 
Club above the Winter Garden Theater. 
It featured good jazz and Ethel Waters 
was the star of the show. I was engaged 
to dance and sing. I had been practicing 
singing, and when I started at the Planta- 
tion I continued working with my voice. 
I still regarded myself primarily as a 
dancer, but I wanted to sing too. One 
night I got my chance. Ethel was sick and 
the manager came to me and asked me to 
go on in her place. 

Ethel’s great song of the show was 
Dinah. New York’s cafe society crowd was 
flocking to the Plantation just to hear her 
sing it. I realized that I was trying some- 
thing extremely daring when I went on for 


Ethel singing her big number. I had a 
bad case of nerves that night. But I went 


through with it and sang Dinah to an en- 
thusiastic and sympathetic audience. It 
went over wonderfully. The manager came 


back and told me, “You were wonderful.” 
I was again very happy. 

Just about that time I met a woman who 
played a decisive role in my career.* Her 
name was Mrs. Caroline Dudley. She was 
a producer of shows. She had seen me 
perform in the chorus of Shuffle Along and 
remembered my style. She thought I had 
a future as a dancer. Then when the show 
went on tour she lost track of me for 
months. One night, however, she came into 
the Plantation by the purest chance and 
found me working there. She was de- 
lighted to find me again, and immediately 
started talking about plans underway to 
send an all-Negro musical show to Europe. 

Long before I met Caroline Dudley | 
had been thinking about going abroad. | 
had a burning desire to get away from 
America for a while, to see more of the 
world and learn about other countries. | 
looked toward Europe with yearning and 
a sense of wonder. It had always fasci- 
nated me. There was another compelling 
reason for getting away. I knew Mama’s 
feeling about my being on the stage. and 
I was terribly afraid that she might force 
me to abandon a career that I was begin- 
ning to love. 

Mrs. Dudley wanted me to go to Paris 
with a show then being organized. “Come 
with me,” she said, “and I’ll pay you $150 
a week.” At first I accepted, then changed 
my mind. “$200,” said Mrs. Dudley. I 
started to think. Before I could say an- 
other word, she offered me $250. I said 
yes. 

That’s how I came to board the S.S. 
Berengaria on Sept. 15, 1925, destination 
Cherbourg, France. I knew it was a turn- 
ing point in my life. Something told me 
I was going to have interesting experiences 
in Europe. We were scheduled to stay six 
months and then return. But I had no defi- 
nite idea about the future. I only knew 
that I was happy to be leaving the United 
States for a while. 

I leaned over the rail as the ship steamed 
out of New York harbor and a hundred 
things raced through my mind. Much of 
my life passed in review before me, and 
I had quick vivid flashbacks of my child- 
hood in St. Louis. I saw Bernard Street 
and my raggedy playmates. I remembered 
Mama scrubbing our kitchen floor and 
Papa’s horse. } recalled the hungry days 
in Philadelphia, the old Booker T. Wash- 
ington Theater in that city and my first 
dancing job. The Shuffle Along experi- 
ence came back to me and I smiled. 

We passed the Statue of Liberty, and I 
remember thinking, “Perhaps I'll find 
more freedom in Europe than in my own 
country.” I wondered what the future held. 

(Continued Next Month) 
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Polio Again 
(Continued from Page 40) 


in her children. If a child complains of 
being tired and has a headache and nau- 
sea, if his stomach is upset and he has 
pains or stiffness in his muscles and has a 
fever, it is possible that polio is the cause. 
While these same signs may be the symp- 
toms of some lesser disease, it is best to 
play safe and put the child to bed. Imme- 
diate and complete rest is a part of the 
treatment for polio for it has been found 
that persons who try to keep on working 
and playing after they are first attacked 
usually develop a more severe attack of 
polio than those who take to their beds at 
the first sign and call the doctor. 

While polio has long been called infan- 
tile paralysis, it is important for all to re- 
member that it is not strictly a disease of 
childhood. Today more and more young 
adults have become victims and some fig- 
ures show that almost a fifth of all reported 
cases are among persons from 16 to 30 
years of age. 

Polio will be beaten but only through 
the cooperation of everyone concerned. 
During time of epidemics it is wise to ob- 
serve the following rules: Avoid over- 
activity and exhaustion. 2. Stay away from 
cold or polluted water. 3. Avoid crowded 
places such as theaters, soda fountains and 
restaurants. 4. Obey health regulations as 
set down by local or state health depart- 
5. Avoid uncooked foods and com- 


ments. 
mon drinking utensils. 6. Do not have 
children’s tonsils removed. 

THE END 


On the Records 
(Continued from Page 11) 


her on the sides. At least three of them— 
trumpeter Roy Eldridge, tenor saxist Les- 
ter Young and pianist Teddy Wilson— 
have no superiors at the business of sup- 
plying the kind of relaxed beat and feeling 
needed back of a singer like Billie to make 


her perform at her best. 
x % * 


RECORD OF THE MONTH: Mercury’s 
Pastel/ All of Me, a pair of engaging tenor 
sax bits by capable and fiery [Illinois 
Jacquet with rhythm support. A-side, an 
original by famed bassist Red Callender, is 
a soft and sensuous-type opus paced just 
right in some pretty tones of the tenor sax 
stylist. Backer has the always groovy 
Jacquet horn even groovier than usual. 
Pressing is solid fare for fans who like 
their jazz with a pronounced beat .. 

GOOD: Decca’s / Don’t Mind Being All 


Alone/Funny Feelin’, spotlighting the rich 


vocal talents of the incomparable Mills. 


Brothers on a ballad and a bouncy ditty. 
The coupling sparkles with the kind of 
close and mellifluous-sounding harmony 
which has made the “four boys and a 
guitar” the nation’s favorite vocal group 
for two decades or so. Either of the two 
sides is sharp enough musically to catch 
on as a best seller in jazz marts ... 
RECOMMENDED: King’s OA Babe/Si- 
lent George with the now disbanded Lucky 
Millinder band swinging and rocking on 
two that come off with good sounds. Add- 
ing to the color of the A-side is some raspy 
but able chanting by robust blues stylist 
Wynonie Harris. 





The Letter 


(Continued from Page 48) 


should have mailed it himself.” 

Just then a jagged pain ripped through 
my abdomen and I felt myself growing 
faint. A sneer distorted Ted’s face. “And 
you can cut the act,” he snarled. “I’ve 
been wise to it for weeks. When the baby 
comes—if it comes—drop me a letter, care 
of the YMCA!” 

The rest of the team trotted out of the 
locker room and I leaned weakly against 
the wall as I watched Ted turn abruptly 
and follow them out to the field. I didn’t 
see the game, but according to the radio 
description, Ted was like a wild man out 
on the field that afternoon. It seemed he 
took every crazy chance as if in an attempt 
to get himself hurt. I died by degrees un- 
til the gun sounded, ending the game with 
Cleveland the winner and champion. 

But I didn’t see Ted again, not even 
when I was called down to the team office 
to get the check for his share of the cham- 
pionship money. He had endorsed the 
check and left instructions for it to be 
turned over to me. But the bitter irony of 


it all came when shortly afterward my doc- 


tor assured me that I would become a 


mother. I first thought of trying to get in 
touch with Ted, but promptly decided 


against it. I had pretended so long, had 
cried wolf so many times before that it 
would be perfectly natural for him to 
laugh it off this time. 

And now at last I saw the folly of what 
I had done. I had not only ruined our 
marriage, but the career of the man I 
loved so desperately. At least while I could 
still get around, I could try to undo some 
of the damage that I was responsible for. 

So I took a plane for Chicago and finally 
managed to see Dr. Gainer, the noted chem- 
ist Ted had mentioned. Frankly and with- 
out trying to escape blame, I told him the 
whole story. 

“I’m pleased to hear the truth about this, 
Mrs. Hilton,” Dr. Gainer said kindly, “But 
I doubt the wisdom of your flying trip here. 
You appear to be a sick woman.” 

“That’s unimportant right now, Dr. Gain- 
er,” I told him. “I’ve got to clear up this 
mess I started, and if Ted could get a fel- 
lowship—” 

“l'm_ afraid 
lady,” he said. 


that’s impossible, young 
“We've already made the 
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TROUBLE BLUES—Charles Brown 
TORMENTED—Charles ang A 
MAMBO BOOGIE—Johnny 0 
ONCE THERE a A FOOL). Witherspoon. . 
THAT’S THE ONE FOR ME—Roy Milton ; 
VLL WAIT—Four sods ore 
MY BABY’S GONE—B. B. Kin 
DON’T TAKE LOVE AWAY_Joe Mortis. 
ULL WAIT FOR YOU—Ruth Brown 
WALKIN AND TALKIN BLUES—J. Moore........ 
TEARDOPS FROM MY EYES—Ruth Brown. ; 
MILLION DOLLAR SECRET—H. Humes 
DO SOMETHING FOR ME—The Dominoes...... 
PINK CHAMPAGNE. Joc Liggins 
HARBOR LIGHTS—The Dominoes 
BLUE SHADOWS—Lowell Fulson 
LITTLE JOE’S BOOGIE—Joe Liggins 
SHOT-GUN BLUES—Lightning | 
UM YOURS TO KEEP—Herb 
ANYTIME ANYWHERE ANYPLACE J. Morris... 
ROCKING BLUES—Johnny Otis ‘ 
TELEPHONE ir Smokey wey Moore 
POSSUM HUNT—Smokey Hogg. ; 
MY TEMPER iS RISINGRoy Hawkins 
FRANKIE LEE—Joe Liggins 
LITTLE RED ROOSTE 
= LIKEAM 
ISKEY GIN 
TENNESSEE WALTZ BLUES “sick McGhee 
SLIPPIN & SLIDIN—Calvin Boz 
pa TROUBLE BLUES— Lowell Fulson. 
W HIGH THE MOON—Les Paul........ 
LATER THAN YOU THINK—Roy Milton... 
GOOD MAN BLUES—Roy Brown 5 
HARD LUCK BLUES—Roy Brown 
CADILLAC BABY—Roy Brown 
WEAK MINDED BLUES—Louis Jordan 89 
MY EYES—Louwis Jordan.... .89 
EMO iid ss sees aige sees 89 
O TAMBURITZA BOOGIE—Louis Jordan........... 89 
O BLUE LIGHT BOOGIE—Louwis Jordan ... 89 
0 BOOGIE CHILLEN—John Lee Hooker 
0 HOBO BLUES—John Lee Hooker 89 
( CRAWLING KING SNAKE—John Lee Hooker..... .89 
0) AIN’T NOBODY’S BUSINESS—. Witherspoon.... .89 
0) FAILING BY DEGREES—)J. Witherspoon. . 89 
O NO ROLLIN BLUES—4J. Witherspoon J 
O DON’T EVER MOVE A WOMAN—). Witherspoon. .89 
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SPIRITUALS 
oO = FATHER—Five Blind Boys a 
ETING IN HELL Rev. ‘Brodie. ..... 89 


O PRAYER ME 
Oo SURELY GOD IS ABLE—Ward Singers 
O PLL FLY AWAY—Nightingales 89 
CO Oh Yes He Set Me Free—Bro. Joe May-Martin Singers 89 
O USHALL enn es ney od Tharpe 89 
2) Can’t Ne Grave Hi a Se Down—R. Tharpe.. .89 
0 PRECIOUS MEMORIE — Rc ccsses. 
O STRETCH OUT—Rosetta Thar 
O MOVE UP A LITTLE HIGHE eM. Jackson...... 89 
O JUST OVER THE HILL—Mahalia Jackson........ 
O WALK WITH ME—Mahalia Jackson 
C2) PEACE IN THE VALLEY—Soul Stirrers 
O HOW LONG-—Soul Stirrers 
O LIVING ON MOTHER’S PRAYER—Soul Stirrers. . 
OC) MOVE IN ROOM WITH LORD—Soul Stirrers. . 
O LORD | WISH | HEARD YOU—Trumpeteeis..... 
0 MILKY WHITE WAY—The Trumpeteers......... 
O SERVANT PRAYER—The Trumpeteers 
O LITTLE WOODEN CHURCH—The Trumpeteers. . 
O USE ME LORD—The Trumpeteers 
0) OLD SHIP OF ZION—Martin Singers 
O jan A LOOK—Martin Singers 
HAT A BLESSING—Martin Singers 
KEEP ME ALL THE WAY—Angelic Mn on Singers 
BACK TO THE DUST —Angelic Gospel ers 
TOUCH ME LORD FN sae ic Gospel Singers 
DO LORD REM ER ME—Angelic Gos. Singers 
PEACE OF MIND Plein Travelers 
pany | WITH JESUS—Pilgrim Travelers. 
ELCOME HOME—Pilgrim sroesiers f 
jesus GAVE ME WATER— m Travelers... 
JESUS MET WOMAN AT WELL L—Pilgrim Trav... 
JESUS HITS LIKE ATOM BOMB—Pilgrim Trav... 
MOTHER BOWED—Pilgrim Travelers 
| LOVE THE LORD—Pilgrim Travelers 
1 GOT A MOTHER GON — Trav. . 
OUR FATHER—Bro. Joe May.. 
1 SEE JESUS—Bro. Joe Ma 
WHAT DO YOU KNOW ABOUT JESUS—Joe May 
DO YOU KNOW HIM—Bro. Joe May... 
SEARCH ME LORD—Bro. Joe May 
DOUBLE PORTION OF GOD’S LOVE—Joe May.. 
GONNA LIVE LIFE | SING ABOUT—Bro. Joe May. 
EVERY DAY, EVERY HOUR—Bro. Joe May 
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awards for this year.” 

“Then what about next year?” I plead. 
ed. “Instead of being a day too late, then 
my father’s letter of recommendation would 
be a whole year ahead of time!” 

Dr. Gainer chuckled. “Hilton should go 
a long way with a wife as determined as 
you are!” 

He got up and paced the office. “Leave 
everything to me. I make no promises, 
mind you, but we’ll see what can be done.” 

I stood up to go. “I don’t know how | 
can ever repay you. All I can say now is, 
thank you from the bottom of my heart.” 

“You're going back to Cleveland?” he 
asked. 

“TT don’t know. I guess the future is 
rather uncertain,” I confessed. 

“Then do me a favor,” he said gently, 
“Why don’t you go back to Dunbar Col- 
lege? You'll be near your father, and 
something tells me that your husband 
won't be too far away, either.” 

My heart leaped. “You've heard from 
him?” Then I shook my head sadly. “After 
what I’ve done, there’s no reason for him 
to come back to me.” 

“T’m an old man,” said Dr. Gainer, tak- 
ing both my hands in his, “And I’ve learned 
a few things in this life. One of them is 
this: the mistakes we make can be valuable 
if we recognize them and if we do all in 
our power to rectify them. This is all that 
any of us can ask of another.” 

Dr. Gainer’s kindly advice seemed to be 


| the answer to my fear of returning home. 


I knew I had made a terrible mistake by 
trying to make important decisions about 
Ted’s career, and most of all I had sinned 
by deceiving him about the baby. Satisfied 
that I had done all I could to give Ted 
the opportunity I had cheated him out of, 
I went back to Dunbar College. 

Shamefacedly I told Dad everything and 
wonderful as he was. he assumed all the 
blame himself for not trying to make a 
better home for me when I was young. He 
not only interceded by phoning Dr. Gainer 
and making a personal plea for Ted but 
also called Ted. who had written to him 
from Cleveland explaining why he left 
me. 

A short time later, Ted was notified that 
fellowship award had _ been 
created and he was the first recipient. 
I found we could live comfortably on the 
grant, even after the baby came, and we've 
been unbelievably happy these last few 
years. 

Currently, Ted has been mentioned for a 
history-making appointment in government 
research. Naturally, we have discussed the 
possibilities together, as a man and wife 
should, but when the final decision is made, 
it will be Ted’s alone. I’ve learned my 
lesson well, and never again will I be so 
selfish as to betray my husband’s trust. As 
a true scientist. and Dad’s protege, he 
knows where he can best make a significant 
contribution. And wherever that is, I'll be 
at his side. 


THE END 
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StyLte No. 170 — Wonderful 
pair... Lace trimmed dress 
plus jacket. Linen like butcher 
rayon. Navy, pink, maize, 
powder. 


StyLe No. 193 — Fine rayon 
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black. 
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